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Uncut loves to hear from its 
readers and encourages you to 
share your feelings about your fores- 
kin (or lack), your fantasies, as well 
as your experiences with other 
readers through the Letters section. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we'll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not a lower primate who simply 
gained access to a word processor. 

We feel that most of the really in- 
teresting ideas about areas to cover 
come from readers. We'd like to 
hear your ideas on what you'd like 
to see in future issues — beyond 
“more.” 


TO BE MR. BJORN 

| would first like to say that 
whoever created Uncut magazine is 
my savior! | have subscriptions to 
several national and “international” 
magazines and not one of them 
compares to Uncut. 

| would also like to say to Kristen 
Bjorn, bless you! How does a man 
develop such a talent for finding so 
many beautiful and natural men? | 
would give anything to be Kristen 
Bjorn for a day! | have every one of 
his videos and am always anxiously 
awaiting the next one. 

There are three things | love: 
Latins, uncut dick, and sports cars. | 
chase after all three and | never can 
get enough of the first two. 

One final thing: Is it possible to ob- 
tain stock in Uncut magazine? How 
about a lifetime subscription? | want 
to make sure Uncut is always being 
stuffed in my mailbox. A peace of 
mind goes a long, uncut way! 

Frank 
New York City 


TOO TIGHT SKIN 

Thanks for such a wonderful 
magazine! I'd like some advice 
about my own foreskin. Is it possible 
to have too much foreskin? My own 
skin is too hard to pull back. The 
head of my cock is very sensitive to 
the touch. Nothing really hurts, but it 
is difficult to get to the head of my 
cock. Any suggestions? 

Charles 


San Francisco 
(Editor’s note: There are tight fores- 
kins and there is phimosis, a physi- 
cal condition where the foreskin will 
not pull back because it is not elas- 
tic. Usually both circumstances can 
be improved through slow, gradual 
and prolonged stretching which you 
can effect yourself, at home. Part of 
the Buff Method of foreskin restora- 
tion, discussed in numerous earlier 


Photo by Latino Fan Club 
issues, incorporates foreskin 
stretching techniques which might 
prove sufficient in your case. A sym- 
pathetic doctor might suggest some 
non-surgical foreskin-stretching 
techniques. If your doctor thinks a 
flexible foreskin isn’t important or 
that circumcision is your only op- 
tion, get another physician. Check 
out the “Organs” department in this 
issue; a local uncut club might be 
able to direct you towards a under- 
standing physician. 


LOTS OF OVERHANG 

I've just seen my first issue of 
Uncut (March 1990) and wanted to 
say what a fan-fucking-tastic 
magazine you-all put out! While 
thumbing through the pages of 
Uncut on the newsstand, it was the 
photos of Tad that caught my eye. 
He reminded me of a guy | went to 
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school with but never got to see 
buck-ass naked. That clinched the 
sale! | was half-hard by the time | 
was at the check-out counter. | 
closed the door at home, | dropped 
my pants and jacked off right there 
in the living room. It was only one of 
three loads | would dropped that 
day to Tad’s pictures. 

Born and raised here in Texas, I’m 
used to foreskins; whether they be 
on good ole boys, Hispanics, or 
blacks. Tad comes just the way | like 
‘em, a big collar of skin bunched 
around a fat, one-eyed prickhead; a 
thick, vein-trellised cock, a cum- 
filled ball bag and a sable black pelt 
of dick hair crowning all those 
larrupin’ eats. l’ve jacked off at least 
once a day for the past week to 
Tad’s pictures. Could you run some 
more photos (show his ass!) of this 
hot, unsliced stud in a future issue? 

I’ve already sent in my subscrip- 
tion to Uncut and am looking for- 
ward to seeing lots more overhang. | 
downright appreciate seeing a 
magazine devoted to this long 
neglected feature of masculine 
beauty, the prepuce, which the an- 
cient Greeks set store by and 
Michelangelo perfected in his art. 
Are back issues of Uncut to be had? 


I'd like to catch up on any skin- 
covered peckers I’ve missed. 

Danny 

Austin 
Editor’s note: You'll find an adver- 
tisement in this issue for available 
back issues, as well as copies of 
our annuals. You'll find lots of over- 
hang to work your way through 
among our illustrated past.) 


& THICK FORESKIN 

| am a fifty-year-old uncut guy 
with a larger than average cock and 
a thick foreskin, of which | have al- 
ways been proud. Through the 
decades | have received many com- 
pliments from cut guys who have al- 
ways found it interesting and 
different. 

Just recently, | was asked by a 
couple of cut guys to fuck them as 
they had never been fucked by an 
uncut guy before. Both agreed that 
the fuck was different; it was a 
kinder, gentler fuck. A more 
pleasurable fuck from a guy with a 
foreskin than they had experienced 
from cut guys. My thick foreskin 
acted as a sleeve for my stalk to ride 
on as it plunged in and out of their 
assholes. 

| wish to add my vote that guys 
with their natural heritage, their fores- 


Below and right: Chad Johnson/photos by Joe Tiffenbach 


Pe 


kin, should be admired, displayed, 


and drooled over. 
Harold 
San Francisco 
BUFF BOOK 
| have just finished reading my 


second issue of Uncut and | love it! 
In that issue | read about a book 
called “The Buff Method.” Where 
can | find it? | read about the Florida 
man who restored his foreskin fol- 
lowing the “Method.” 
Edgar 
Los Angeles 
(Editor’s note: You can get a 
brochure on the book, ‘‘The Buff 
Method,” by writing to: Second 
Skin, 521 rue Saint Philip, New Or- 
leans, LA 70116.) 


CUT & BI, BUT... 

| saw my first issue of Uncut this 
week. As a circumcised, bi-sexual 
male, | always wondered about 
those strange-looking dicks | saw at 
pools or in locker rooms in my 
youth. | wondered what it would be 
like to be uncircumcised. 

Masturbation increased my 
curiosity because, of course, it felt 
so much better to stroke in sucha 
way that my shaft skin repeatedly 
was drawn up and over the head. At 
first | was simulating what | thought 


vaginal coupling would be like, then 
| realized what | was experiencing 
was what those few lucky guys who 
were uncut felt all the time. 

My curiosity was piqued when a 
Chinese-American buddy and | 
jerked each other off. His name was 
Dick and it was very appropriate 
considering his endowment. At that 
time, his was the biggest dick | had 


ever seen, and with balls to match. It 


was his natural foreskin that trig- 
gered our jerk-off. | found him just 
as curious about my circumcised 
peter, so we agreed, timidly, to per- 
mit each other a few “feels” which 
escalated to real sex play. 

When | beat off in the months that 
followed | frequently imagined my 
tool to be like his. What | didn’t real- 
ize at first was that this was evolving 
into a fantasy where | was jerking 
him off for his pleasure. Those fan- 
tasies of jerking off Dick were my 
first real homosexual desires. 

Through the next decade | 
agonized because | had some great 
as well as some very casual sexual 


experiences with gals and guys, and 


avery strong religious upbringing 
had me in fear that everything | did 
(or even thought) which resulted in 
sexual pleasure would threaten me 
to eternal damnation. 


| was in the Marine Corp at seven- 


teen, married a hometown 
sweetheart at twenty, divorced, and 
was leading a solitary life in my mid- 
twenties. About that time, | read- 
justed my thinking, checked my 
personal values, and gave my in- 
Clinations free rein. 

Sexual encounters with other 
males were more frequent because 
of the difference in social attitudes 
between men and women. | wasn’t 
interested in frequenting prostitutes; 
sexual encounters with gals were 
time and money intensive and | had 
little of either, working two jobs to 
pay my college costs. On the other 
hand, guys like myself were more 
agreeable for a chance to get off 
without involvement (or dinner and 
dancing and flowers and a movie 
and promises), so that was were my 
sexual energy went. 

While my overall sexual orienta- 
tion didn't change from 
heterosexual, it did change in that | 
became more aware of my partner’s 
needs. Where | was once agreeable 
to laying back for a blow job from 
either a guy or gal—! was always 
more orally oriented —| developed a 
more aggressive nature. | also 
developed quite a bit of skill at oral 


sex. For women who had not ex- 


perienced much oral sex, it was al- 
ways a thrill. For guys who were 
expecting just to blow me, it was 
quite a turn-around. 

At one point in my life, | was 
romancing an Irish lass and her 
brother, although neither knew 
about the other. The gal we'll call 
Rusty and her brother we'll call Rod. 
We all lived in the same apartment 
building. 

| collared Rusty first because she 
was a hot little firebox that took to 
tongue lapping like a duck to water. 
| played with her traditional Irish 
upbringing by teaching her to ask 
for oral sex in the most graphic 
terms. Whereas she used to say 
things like “Do that for me; do what 
you did /ast time!” | got her to 
demand “Eat my pussy! Lick out my 
cunt!” It’s too long a story to relate 
how | got my tongue in Rusty’s 
snatch in the first place, because 


she was a virgin when | met her and 
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she still had her cherry when | 
moved away. It’s her brother than | 
want to write about. 

It was by accident | snagged Rod, 
the pride of the Irish. He passed me 
once in the hallway, a trace of beer 
on his breath, and noticed that | 
glanced down at his crotch. He 
might have been a little under the in- 
fluence, but it stuck in his mind. 

One night he knocked at my door. 
| answered with a towel wrapped 
around my waist because | had 
been in the shower. He had had a 
drink or two, but was clearly operat- 
ing fully conscious. He said he had 
just stopped by to see if | wanted to 
go out for a beer. | invited him in, 
told him | was just showering, and of- 
fered him a beer from the fridge. . 

| lived in a studio apartment. | told 
him to make himself at home and ex- 
cused myself to finish drying off. 
When | came out of the shower, he 
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was completely naked (not even his 
socks), on his back, spread-eagle 
on the bed. 

His body was hairless, except for 
a thatch of curly black hair crowning 
his long, pink, fat cock—which was 
different than most | came across; it 
was natural, uncut, uncircumcised. 
The foreskin just came over the end 
of the cockhead, ending in a neat, 
round opening. 

He was feigning sleep (or having 
passed out) but his cock responded 
to my casual touch by swelling up 
and straightening out, moving 
counter-clockwise along his thigh 
until it was stiff against his stomach, 
the skin still covering the head, his 
skin a glove-fit scabbard to protect 
the edges of his flesh-sword. 

| lapped at the small circle of head 
that was exposed in the opening of 
his foreskin. | leaned over his crotch 
and let just my tongue work on his 
Irish staff. It would jerk on occasion 
and one time when it did | captured 
the end of it in my lips, letting my 
tongue work its way under the skin. 

Clearly Rod and his rod were in 
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ecstasy, because under his breath 
he moaned, “Yeah, suck my dick. 
Suck it good.” | did. Sucking a 
beautiful uncut cock like this was a 
rare enough experience for me, | 
wanted to savor every minute. 

It wasn’t long before Rod was 
holding on to my shoulders and 
pumping his cock into my mouth. It 
was a long, stiff lance, but | was very 
accomplished at administering to 
young bucking broncos and fillies 
like Rod and his sister. | was 
rewarded with copious loads of 
sweet cum for my efforts. 

Rod stretched out and pretended 
to take a little nap. But after only a 
couple of minutes he sat up and 
yawned and asked, quite casually, if 
he could stop back by some time. 

| saw a lot of myself in him at that 
moment, because quite a few years 
earlier, in his position, | would have 
asked exactly the same thing. 

| hope you have enjoyed hearing 
about my experience and | look for- 
ward to Uncut in the years to come. 


COCKY BRIAN 
| am a regular Uncut reader and 
look forward to every issue, but | 
think the July 1990 issue is my 
favorite in a long time. Especially be- 
cause of the photos of Brian on the 
cover and inside. Boy, what a cocky 
looking guy Brian is on the cover! 
That tattoo on his arm and the smirk 
on his face had me thinking he was 
going to be an Old Reliable model. 
But when | got to his photos inside, 
what a fox! 
| really liked the. photo on page 40 
where he’s lifting up his balls to 
show his butthole. 
| would have enjoyed the photos 
by Jim Moss in “Mexican 
Heatwave” in the same issue if they 
had not been so dark. 
Keep up the good work! 
George 
Vermont 
(Editor’s note: The printing was all 
that was dark in Jim Moss’ photos; 
the images were bright, outdoor 
shots, the kind Mr. Moss is known 


FE Ray for. It seems the press had too 
orida much ink and no place to put it.) 
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KIN 
NEWS 
VIEWS 


POMPEII OR PARADISE? 
One of our traveling reporters 
kept us tantalized about the places 
he was visiting during a recent 
Italian trip by sending back 
postcards of the local sculpture, 
: mostly B.C. and all uncircumcised. 
/ In Pompeii, he seems to have hit the 
motherlode: erotic sculpture and 
frescos filled with lusty and skin- 
capped organs. 

These two examples, both from 
Casa dei Vetti, certainly make it ap- 
pear our distant ancestors had more 
on their minds than the study of 
local volcanic activity. The stud with 
the scales is discovering that a good 
foreskin-covered erection is worth 
its weight in gold. The statue with 
the big uncut wang is one of many 
allegorical figures created in 
homage to St. Priapus. 

So, while the citizens of Pompeii 
didn’t know much about geology, 
they certainly seem to have dis- 
covered everything about achieving 
the perfect orgasm. 
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A Reversal on Circumcision 


LAL ALE, 
Critics liken the ; 

- procedure to the practice 
of blood-letting common 
in the 19th century and 
note that it usually 1s 
"performed without 

- anesthetic. 
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: ow supports the routine surgical 


_pruceddabs Want toe: fallen from fever jn the | 
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FORESKIN IN THE NEWS 

Among the ‘usual range of stories that appears in the news each month 
on the pros and cons of circumcision were these interesting items: 

The Washington Post did a major story in their Sunday “Health” section 
including opinions comparing circumcision to 19th century practice of 
blood-letting and went on to tackle the “urinary tract infection” scare and 
the “AlDS-transmission” phantom. 

In the New York Times, famous publisher Ralph Ginzburg, who went to 
jail defending free speech in the 1960s, blasted writer Melvin Konner’s con- 
demnation of female circumcision while upholding the ritual of neonatal cir- 
cumcision on young boys. Konner had been writing about a new book, 
Prisoners of Ritual: An Odyssey into Female Genital Circumcision in Africa. 

In a local Washington gay weekly, /n Step, an R.N. from the Whitman- 
Walker Clinic, Meg Bennett, discussed the care of the foreskin inher weekly 
column. Bennett discussed, briefly, the transmission theories and deftly 
wove them into a practical discussion of genital cleanliness — including the 
erotic elements inherent in partners making cleaning part of sexual expres- 
sion. 

Uncut is always interested in knowing about articles that appear in local 
news sources. If you find interesting articles about circumcision in your 
local media, please let us know. 


10 UNCUT 


STUDS NEWSLETTER 

If you’re a regular reader of the 
“Organs” department in Uncut, you 
already know about the Uncut Klub 
BBS for skin-crazed computer jocks, 
also knows as STUDS. The ~ 
electronic combo service-center and 
information update service (and 
dating service!) now has a print 
newsletter as well. Four times a 


he File Cabinet (a BBS for shareware, not a jay 
BRS) at (215) 678-9334. Once on, complete the script 
quctmonnaire #5. 


Howdy DUDES! A year has gone by since we fest | BY MAIL indicate on a cardor note, STUDS BBS andits 
decided 10.40 a printed newsiener This te four phone number and your name and address to: 
lasve for ut A bighand jo BIG REDO for hs device 

1 this project. Nay Filey BBS Contest 


IDER and RANDY ANDY. ISLANDER me graphicr The entry should be something like this: 


us for almost 3 STUDS BRS - San Francisco, California 
official. RANDY ANDY just moved beck so Sa Francesco Anernative Lifestyles BBS 

from New York He's a long-time STUDS wer an ower (tsp 952-4080 

the years has become a good remowr friend. Now hes ‘Then your mame and address 


workingon a number of projects, butmost mporsanrio Everyone emaering will get 2 copy of Mloard Watch 
you, the member, he's heading up the scweies ark Maguacine. + really fine magazine for BBSers 


STUDS during the next few months. I won't teal Rit We are proud of what we have accomplished here at 
thunder by telling you about them eve, s0 lool forinis | STRNDS and feet chat we offer the best all around Gay 
columnand messages on thesysicm He gemngiomert RBS i che coumery. We hope you feel the same. 1110, 
Jots of help in pulling off the upcomingewe=s s0,pesse dou 2 frwce amd wove for STUDS! 
consider giving him 3 


We're constantly on the lookout for xdeas ad changs 
can do to improve and bring you new things Wyow | 
Ihave some ideas, please don't hesitate 1 ter at EROW 
your ideas 


‘You may have noticed that STUDS BIS thaa been cmecret 


year, the newsletter talks about 
programming on the board, BBS 
news and info and lists new features 
on STUDS. Information is available 
by sending a long SASE (a long, 
stamped, self-addressed envelope) 
and a signed statement of age to: 
BBS Services, 1800 Market Street 
#90, San Francisco, CA 94102. 


THE ART OF 
SELLING CONDOMS 

We think the German condom 
manufacturer Fromms has the right 
idea when it comes to marketing 
their brand of rubbers — witness this 
ad, which appeared in a number of 
leading mainstream German publica- 
tions, including the newsjournal 
Stern. Sorry you can’t see all the fine 
details of this hunk’s uncut equip- 
ment in this poor reproduction, but 
when we turned the page of the 
magazine and came to this we felt 
compelled to linger awhile. 

You can't ask for Fromms at your 
local pharmacy, unfortunately, un- 
less you happen to be in Dusseldorf. 
Nor can we tell you anything about 
the Fromms models that you can’t 
already figure out for yourself. 


Fromms 
zieht an. 


ad 


a 
SOELERL ARTETA 


Condome gehéren 
heute einfach dazu. 
Und mit Fromms 
stehen Sie bestens da. 
Diese topaktuellen 
aKlassiker™ sind hauch- 
diinn, geflhisaktiv und 
zeichnen sich durch 
erobe Zuverlassigkeit 
aus. : 
Fromms Condome 
sind die sympathische 
Alternative in der 
Empfangnisverhitung. 
Und sie schiltzen wirk- 
sam vor Infektionen, 


Schreiben Sie uns,’ 
wenn wir tThnen 
weitere Informationen 
oder Proben (DM 2.- 
Riickporto) schicken 
dirfen, 


Fromm, 
Postfach 1260, 
2730 Zeven 
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WE’RE IN TWO VOLUMES! 

At last! The Encyclopedia of 
Homosexuality is a two-volume, 
groundbreaking work from Garland 
publishing, edited by Wayne R. 
Dynes (Hunter College) with three 
assistant editors,with over 770 ar- 
ticles (there are 5000 entries) that 
cover the global history of gay men 
and women. 

Every major gay historical figure 
is spotlighted, as are a wealth of 
less-known personages. 

Every discipline is covered, from 
literature and the arts to science, 
law, psychology, religion; every 
aspect of civilization, because we 
are—and have have always been— 
everywhere. 

This massive work covers almost 
1500 pages in two oversized 
volumes. The price is $150 postpaid, 
and you deserve to buy it for your- 
self. Don’t wait to see if Mr. Wonder- 
ful is going to give it to you for 
Christmas. Let him take you to Paris 
for Christmas so you can visit Mar- 
cel Proust’s home (whom you'll 
know all about after you’ve read the 
Encyclopedia) instead. 

You may order by mail: Garland 
Publishing, 136 Madison Avenue, 
New York, NY 10016. Or you can 
calltoll-free, 800-627-6273 and 
charge to your credit card. Or you 
can write or call for a brochure. 


NEW ADDRESSES 

Two of our favorite sources for 
uncut men, one in photography and 
one in art, have new addresses. Jot 
these down in your little black book: 


Drawings By Rex 
731 Larkin Street 
San Francisco, CA 94109 


Kurt Deitrick 

27 Old Gloucester Street 
London WC1N 3XX 
England 


Rex reports that his previous 
post office was a casualty of the 
1989 Earthquake. Kurt writes that he 
found the French too...French, so he 
decided to relocate his photography 
studio to London, where he says the 
foreskins are plentiful and much, 
much more accessible. We hope to 
be showing you much English skin 
in upcoming issues. 

Rex has completed a new 
portfolio, which you will find adver- 
tised elsewhere in this issue. 


12 UNCUT 


THE 13TH LABOR OF HERCULES 

When our traveling reporter got to Naples, he had been exposed to so 
much erotic culture that he was ready for anything, including this statue of 
the drunk Hercules in the House of the Stags that was created to illustrate 
the 13th Labor—where Herc had to drink an entire harvest (800 large am- 
phoras) of Retsina (an Attican wine cured with resin) and go piss on the 
Persians. Here we see Herc having staggered to the outskirts of Teheran, 
and just about ready to turn what was a green, fertile valley into a salty 
desert. Go, Herc! 

Isn’t history illuminating? 


vl 


PHOTOS BY 
JIM MOSS 
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GAY 


i way you like it! 
1-900 


535-MATE 


(THAT’S 1-900-535-6283 


You must be 18 or older 
$1 per min., $2 the ist 


PLL DO IT 
WITH YOU! 


1-900 


Dd0- 


HAT’S 1-900-535-4865 


$1 per min., $2 the Ist. 


MAN TALK 
THE WAY 
YOU 
LIKE IT! 
1-900 


535-4MEN 

(THAT'S 1-900-535-4636) 

ONE-ON-ONE 
INSTANT 
CONTACT 


$4 per min., $2 the 1st 


OT, 
ACTION! 


MEN For MEN | 


GAY ONE-ON-ONE CONNECTIONS 
1 -900-335-6969° 


$1 per min., $2 the Ist. 


INSTANT ACTION 
DEEP SATISFACTION 


1-900 


HOT 
6900 


(THAT'S 1-900-468-6900) 
REAL 
MEN 


NO 
ACTORS 


HOT 
ACTION 


$1 per min 


$2 the Ist 


1-900-535- BODS 


1-900-535-2637) 
AMERICA’S 
HOTTEST 


BOY NEXT 
DOOR 


_ CHECK 
“IT OUT- 
24 HRS 


- $4 per min., $2 the 1st. 
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Circumctson 
& the Heterosexual Delimma 


Ms medical and popular litera- 
ture says that removing the foreskin 
has no effect on sensitivity. If sen- 
sitivity means the sexual act cul- 
minates with ejaculation for both the 
cut and uncut, the statement is true. 
If sensitivity means the ability to ex- 
perience increasingly delightful 
pleasures beginning with erection 
and ending with an ultimate feeling 
of relief, then the difference is 
profound. 

Women, writing about sexual ex- 
perience, put a high premium on 
mental state for sexual satisfaction. 
It is different for a man; the sexual 
experience is mostly physical. Men- 
tal state, for the man, leads to 
arousal, but once aroused a 
panorama of pleasurable sensations 
automatically ready the body for the 
experience to come. Unfortunately 
that is not so for the circumcised, 
who depend on mental state, fan- 
tasy or imagination, to produce the 
physical effects naturally provided 
by stimulation of the foreskin. 

Age has an effect on the sexual 
experience of a man. It has been 
widely reported that during the teen 
years a man experiences the most 
intense response but with increasing 
years that response becomes 
muted. What hasn't been reported is 
the difference in the decline of 
response between the cut and the 
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uncut. It is difficult to assess the dif- 
ferences for a man’s early years, but 
as time goes on the differences be- 
come clear. By middle age the cut 
man has a distinct disadvantage that 
continues to increase as he grows 
older. 

The circumcised young man is 
hardly aware that he has been im- 
paired but after middle age only the 
most insensitive man would fail to 
observe his decline. By late middle 
age the cut man is nearly totally de- 
pendent on mental state to create 
and maintain arousal while the uncut 
man still has a diminished but still 
strong tactile response prefacing the 
sexual experience. In the description 
that follows it shouldbe kept in mind 
that the experiences and differences 
in response are targeted at middle 
age, from 35 to 55. 

It is well known that mental 
stimulation will induce sexual excite- 
ment, but the method hasn’t been 
described. The stimulation may arise 
from a situation but it may also arise 
from hypnosis. Through self-hyp- 
nosis the nerves behind the glans, 
those being the foreskin nerves, ap- 
pear to have a unique characteristic. 
They may be stimulated to a degree 
by concentration. As they are stimu- 
lated they induce effects of tension 
in the body as well as the begin- 
nings of erection. 

Apparently the physical effects of 


arousal are caused by the mental 
stimulation of the foreskin nerves 
which in turn produce the physical 
preparation for sexual activity. | 
suspect that the amputation of the 
foreskin greatly reduces the number 
of nerves that can be stimulated. 
The effect in a circumcised man is 
greatly muted over one who has 
been left intact. This would explain 
the observed phenomena that cir- 
cumcised men are slower to be 
aroused, especially during late mid- 
dle age. 
The sensory nerves of the penis 
produce two effects. The nerves of 
the glans initially create a gentle, 
generalized pleasure that ultimately 
becomes the overwhelming sensa- 
tion of orgasm. The nerves in the 
foreskin respond immediately with 
sharp, intense, nearly overwhelming 
sensations that fill the entire body, 
then diminish to make way for the 
growing pleasure emanating from 
the glans and the lower body. — 
The nerves of the glans are 
designed to produce pleasure by 
the gentle friction of the vagina 
against the skin of the glans. The 
sensation, though it clearly comes 
from the glans, Is diffuse. First there 
is the incredibly sweet feeling of the 
glans meeting the smooth warm sur- 
face but that diminishes once the 
glans is immersed in its sheath. 
Then the pleasure seems to grow 
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seeming almost directly linked to the 
sensations from the foreskin. A feel- 
ing of heightened tension 

within the body until there is an 
abrupt beginning of the sensation 
that leads inevitably to orgasm. 

The nerves of the foreskin act to 
give the sexual act intensity as well 
as cause involuntary responses that 
prepare the body for the act of inter- 
course. Blood flows into the penis, 


throughout the body, heavy breath- 
ing and a tendency to thrust the hips 
are other involuntary responses to 
foreskin stimulation. The sensation 
from the foreskin is quite different 
from the feeling from the glans. Its 
sharp intensity, that can be almost 
overwhelming, emanates from easily 
identifiable ovigins, not like the more 
diffuse sensations from the glans. 
The sensations differ in their timing. 
Sensations from the foreskin have 
their greatest intensity in the begin- 
ning while sensations from the glans 
take time to fill the body with 
pleasure. 

The intact male has a sexual ex- 
perience as a sequence of sensa- 
tions that begin with the first stirring 
of erection, the unfolding of the 
foreskin, the stimulation of the un- 
folded sensitive inner skin that then 
blend with and finally yield to the 
growing pleasure caused by the 
glans. The cut male, depending on 
how complete his circumcision, has 
an initial experiences that ranges 
from just the gentle beginnings 
emanating from the glans to some 
hint of intense pleasure from his am- 
putated foreskin at the beginning of 
the arousal. It is for this reason the 
circumcised is far more dependent 
on his mental state to cause the in- 
voluntary responses the uncut 
achieves not only without effort but 
with extreme pleasure. 
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At the beginning of arousal the 
uncut first senses the slight stirring 
of the enlarging penis by feeling the 
glans shifting within its slippery 
cover. That smooth slight friction 
against the glans seems to make it 
come alive as it emanates its gentle, 
but so sweet pleasure. Then the 
growing glans starts to push against 
its sweet restraint but then the 
sharp, almost high-pitched pleasure 
from the foreskin begins to fill the 
body. The glans is stretching the 
foreskin tip to make way for its emer- 
gence. The foreskin reluctantly 
yields, bringing greater intensity to 
the sensation that now seems to in- 
volve the whole body. 

Awareness is focused on the 
process of erection, feeling the in- 
tense pleasure of the foreskin and in 
the background, the delightful sensa- 
tion of a slippery ring sliding over 
the glans. 

Then, as the sensations from the 
foreskin nearly become too much to 
bear, there is relief. The tension be- 
tween the emerging glans and the 
reluctantly yielding foreskin reaches 
a balance. Depending on the 
individual’s anatomy the foreskin 
may have drawn completely away or 
it still may cover a portion of the 
glans. 

The foreskin still rings with sensa- 
tion but the intensity diminishes. 

As this first peak of pleasure pas- 
ses an awareness grows that the 
moist surface of the glans is ex- 
posed and becoming cool. 

When the penis is first inserted 
into the vagina, the first touch of the 
warm smooth skin against the glans 
creates an incredibly pleasurable 
sensation of a sweet touch and a 
warm haven for the exposed sur- 
face. The inward thrust creates a 
delicious gentle sensation that 
melds with the sharp pleasure of the 
foreskin unfolding and presenting its 
sensitive inner skin to the vaginal 
walls. The foreskin emanates a feel- 
ing, pleasurable to the extreme, that 
causes the insertion to be gentle 
and savored. 

The circumcised receives almost 
all of his stimulation from the glans. 
He may feel some sensation from 
the amputated stump of his foreskin, 
but it is greatly muted. It is at this 
point where the uncut is more in 
tune with his partner than the cut. 
The cut penis needs far more 
vigorous stimulation that tends to 
make an entry that pushes the 
vaginal walls roughly aside instead 
of the gentle parting needed by the 
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woman. If the circumcised is sensi- 
tive to his partner’s needs, he 
probably will be gentle but he pays 
the price of reduced sensation be- 
cause the combination of his less 
sensitive glans and the well lubri- 
cated vagina produces just a mini- 
mal feeling for him. 

As intercourse proceeds lubrica- 
tion of the vagina lessens near the 
opening. The vaginal skin gently 
grips the penis shaft and holds it 
making the foreskin fold and unfold 
over the glans. The seal between the 
loose shaft skin and the vaginal 
opening keeps the lubrication inside 
and maintains the smoothness 
needed by the so-sensitive uncut 
glans. The somewhat sharp sensa- 
tion of the extension and relaxation 
of the foreskin seems to punctuate 
each insertion and withdrawal as the 
gentle deep pleasure builds gradual- 
ly. Psychologically, this is the time 
the man and woman are one, both 
sharing in the ultimate pleasure the 
body offers. 

For the cut penis the initial lubrica- 
tion of the vagina causes a too light 
stimulation of the glans. It is a 
frustrating sensation that feels as 
though the glans were moving in 
liquid. There is a sense the pleasure 
must come, and it does as each out- 
ward stroke removes the smooth 
fluid inside the vagina. For a time the 
stimulation is just right but that time 
passes quickly as more lubrication 
is removed. Then the inner surfaces 
of the vagina seem to almost over- 
stimulate and cause a rush to an in- 
evitable conclusion. As good as the 
relief feels there is a nagging disap- 
pointment from the feeling of too lit- 
tle, just right, too much. There never 
was a oneness, no sharing of the 
peak experience just a rush to cul- 
mination and no real sense of the 
woman, just the feeling of her vagina 
and lessened lubrication and a nag- 
ging sense that there must be more. 

Both the cut and uncut in the 
medical sense are equally sensitive, 
they both reach orgasm. There is a 
psychological factor that is never ad- 
dressed. The sexual act is meant to 
draw two people together. Circum- 
cision isolates a man from his mate 
because he never knows the ul- 
timate shared experience, he only 
obtains relief. It is not to say the 
uncut man is more sensitive to the 
needs of his mate, he probably isn't, 
but at least if the uncut man wants 
to share the ultimate tactile ex- 
perience with a woman, he can, 
while the circumcised can’t. A 
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The wind off the sea was cold and 
damp that morning at Fort 

Ord. | rolled down the sleeves of my 
fatigue shirt as | walked along. | had 
Saturday morning off from the rigors 
of Basic Combat Training, and since 
the Vietnam War was in full rage— 
and practically every man in my 
company would be shipping out for 
’Nam—I was naturally concerned 
about my poor showing on the rifle 
range. | walked down the roads from 
the barracks to the firing ranges, 
hoping to study the ranges when 
they were deserted, to get some bet- 
ter handle on rifle marksmanship. | 
wanted to look at the targets without 
the yelling and pressure from the 
drill sergeants. 

Sergeant Lowe was the worst. 
Damn, what a killer that guy was! He 
had us doing push-ups, sit-ups, leg- 
lifts, and low-crawling practically all 
day long as punishments for the lit- 
tlest things. He was about twenty- 
four. He stood about 5’ 11". His 
build was powerful — he was built 
like a brick shit-house. | guess he 
weighed about 200 pounds. His face 
. Was rough-hewn, his jaw square, 

and his nose was small and button- 
like. His eyes were gray and his hair 
- was brown and buzz-cut like the rest 


of us (“a strack, manly haircut,” he 
called it.) 

One of the reasons for my lack of 
concentration was Sergeant 
Lowe...on a more personal level. 
Since Day One of Basic Combat 
Training, he had overpowered us all 
with a tremendous, domineering, 
masculine control. He was our 
father, teacher, and master all rolled 


His chest was 


heavily plated 
with muscle, 
rippling, naked, 
right before 
my lusting eyes. 


into one. And he was hard to please. 


Damn, was he hard to please. 
Anyway, | had a very disturbing 
experience one day in the latrine. 
During lunch in the mess hall, | sud- 
denly had to take a piss — and | had 
to go bad. | got up from the table 
and hurried down the hallway to the 
latrine. No one else was there—no 
one ever left the chow hall during a 
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meal—and | was risking an ass- 
chewing if | were caught by a drill 
sergeant, but hell, if you gotta go, 
you gotta go! 

| quietly entered the latrine, and 
before | moved within sight of the 
urinals, | heard an astonishing 
sound. Someone was panting and 
grunting in the shower room, and | 
heard the meaty, unmistakable 
sound of someone masturbating! | 
was delighted. | thought it would be 
funny to catch somebody from my 
company jacking off, so | looked 
around the wall. 

Sonofabitch! It was Sergeant 
Lowe! He apparently had just come 
out of the shower—he was stark 
naked and dripping wet—and he 
was frigging the hugest masculine 
meat | had ever seen. In fact, his 
whole body was stupefying! 

He had gigantic shoulders, bulg- 
ing, colossal wrestler’s shoulders. 
Naked in the light of the shower, 
they were hypnotic to me. His chest 
was heavily plated with muscle, rip- 
pling, naked, right before my lusting 
eyes. | stifled a moan. His hairy, 
tanned arms were big, his biceps 
hard, rounded mountains. He had a 
slim waist and his belly was flat, iron- 
taut, and corrugated with muscles. 
But the most incredible sight was his 
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hose! It was a 12-inch, uncut crank 
3 inches thick! It made me tremble. 
Its monstrous, red, flaring flesh was 
fat and fierce. The cock hole at the 
tip was a dark, hypnotic eye. The 
silken folds of fore-skin made the 
whole titanic control stick look even 
more erotic. While he gripped it, the 
shaft of his big, strapping javelin 
looked like a steel club. A pearly dol- 
lop of pre-cum oozed out of the 
black hole. Beneath that immense, 
vermillion, Porterhouse steak swung 
two of the hairiest, heaviest balls im- 
aginable. In their leathery, wrinkled 
scrotum, they moved slowly, two 
mighty sperm-production mills built 
for long endurance. 

It looked like he tried to fight it, 
but his frenzy was past the point of 
no return. Against his will, his free 
hand slid down his belly, sliding 
slickly over the hairs of his flat, hard 
abdomen. He spasmed with delight 
and lust when his hand grazed 
against the thatch of his pubic hair. 
He reached down to his balls. He 
touched his scrotum lightly with one 
finger. His groin muscles tightened 
pleasantly, and | saw a gush of pear- 
ly, clear pre-cum spit out of his pis- 
toning control stick. Then he 
reached down and grabbed his bag 
in his whole hand, and he squeezed. 
All the while his buttocks were 
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tightening up into iron-taut footballs. 

He groaned. “Sardon!” he 
moaned softly. 

| was startled, and scared out of 
my wits! He had seen me! | darted 
back around the wall, my heart beat- 
ing from fear as well as from 
arousal! But he made no motions to 
pursue me. His jack-off session con- 
tinued! | glanced around the wall 
again. 

He frigged faster. When | saw his 
hips and ass kick in ecstasy, | real- 
ized he had passed the stopping 
point — he was on his way. His hand 
cycled faster and faster, slamming 
against his guts and yanking his 
slithering, happy foreskin up and 
over the evil helmet with every 
stroke. | could see it was starting. 
From the depths of the soul be- 
tween his legs, the flashing lights 
began to appear for him, and then 
torrents of hot sperm shot out of his 
gigantic tube-steak like grapeshot 
from a cannon. 

“Sardon!” he cried. 

Again, | was stunned. He called 
my name? But he hadn’t seen me! 
He was jacking off! 

Then it hit me. | was the subject of 
his jerk-off fantasy! 

What a stud! Cum rocketed out of 
his dork like from a rocket-launcher, 
Spilling jizm everywhere. 

| hurriedly got out of there, com- 
pletely forgetting that a few mo- 
ments ago | had to piss. Back in the 
mess hall, | sat trembling at my 
place, unable to eat, as aroused as | 
had ever been in my entire life. The 
biggest fucking hunk of manhood | 
had ever seen had just jacked off 
with me as the subject of his fantasy! 

| thought about that. | was the big- 
gest guy in our platoon.!| was twenty- 
two, and | stood 6’ 2". | weighed 
205, built chunky and solid. | had a 
good build —! worked out with 
weights before | was drafted. | had a 
big chest, good arms, big biceps, 
and my waist was slim. | maintained 
my belly flat and hard. 

Sergeant Lowe had seen me 
naked. He had passed through the 
latrine several times when we were 
showering. And come to think of it, 
he had looked more carefully than 
necessary at my crotch. 

Mine is a 10-inch, uncut cock, and 
it’s pretty thick. 

“What the fuck’s the matter with 
you, Sardon? You look like you seen 
a ghost!” The guy beside me at the 
table had noticed my distraction. 

“Fuck, | dunno,” | said. “Maybe 
it’s somethin’ in this shit they call 
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“Yeah, | hear they put saltpeter in 
it so we can't get a hard-on and jack 
off in the bunks. | don’t know 
whether it’s true or not, ‘cause every 
night I’m so damn tired | couldn't 
get it up if they offered me money!” 

For the rest of that day my mind 
was blown. Sergeant Lowe jacking 
off! And what a superman, what a 
Greek god he was! And beating his 
meat over me! My buddy was 
wrong. There was no saltpeter in 
that food, because | got a raging 
erection, and it wouldn't go away. 
And a persistently stiff peter was 
bullshit. Marching with a hard-on is a 
drag, to say nothing of doing push- 
ups with one. 

At the rifle range, every time | 
looked down the gun barrel at the 
target, ahead of me | saw Sergeant 
Lowe beating off, his colossal gun 
barrel splattering his target with 
surge after surge of milky semen. 

My vision got lust-hazy, and | 
couldn't see a thing through the rifle 
sights. My rounds sometimes 
missed the target completely, let 
alone hit the bulls-eye. 

The next day was Sunday, a day 
free from training, and so | decided 
to take a visit to the rifle range, to try 
to “practice” as much as possible 
without a rifle...and think some 
things out in peace and quiet. 

What | was doing was strictly for- 
bidden, of course, to be fooling 
around on one of the firing ranges 
without supervisory personnel 
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present. But what the hell, | had 
some free time, | was worried about 
my marksmanship, and no one was 
around. Besides, | felt maybe a little 
jerk-off session coming on. 

| moved off the road, through the 
bushes, and came out of the scrub 
oak at the M-16 range. The tower 
stood silent and dark between the 
dozen foxholes on either side of it. 
Each foxhole, 4.5 feet deep, was 
dug at the head of a firing lane some 
50 meters long. At the end of the 
lane was a human-profile cardboard 
target. The morning dew still lay on 
the ground. That meant | would not 
be lying down beside the foxhole for 
the prone-firing position for a while. | 
jumped down into a foxhole and 
leaned against the wall. 

| looked downrange to the target. 
| couldn’t really think much about 
rifle marksmanship. The vision of 
Sergeant Lowe arose again. So did 
something else. Fuck, there was that 
boner again! | pressed it up against 
the cool dirt wall of the foxhole. 
Oooh, that felt good! | rammed it up 
against the soft dirt. Shit, that did it! | 
leaned back, reached down and un- 
buttoned the fly of my fatigues. Ina 
few moments | had my hard warm- 
ness flopped out, ready for 
marksmanship practice. 

| gripped it and began the tradi- 
tional strokes, the movements every 
man knows, the lascivious motions 
every boy learns sooner or later. Oh, 
it was great! | had been so long 
without an orgasm, this one was 
going to be a good one! And | had 
the fantasy of Sergeant Lowe. 

| imagined him right there with 
me. | could almost see him, dressed 
in his fatigues. | started out by pictur- 
ing him walking out of the bushes 
behind me and stepping in front of 
my foxhole. | pictured him placing 
his hands on his hips, those solid, 
steel-muscled hips dressed in Army 
green, and looking down at me. 

Suddenly my fantasy spoke! 

“Sardon, you pervert! What in hell 
are you doing?” 

| came to like he hit me witha 
bucket of ice-water! Hell! He was no 
fantasy! That was Sergeant Lowe 
himself, and he had just caught me 
pounding the pudding on an off- 
limits rifle range! 

| froze. 

Then | noticed that his face was 
not as furious as | expected it would 
be. And | noticed that his gaze was 
not into my eyes, as it usually was 
when he was about to rip me a new 
asshole. He was looking at my 
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crotch. And he actually had a slight 
smile. And | saw something very 
long and thick snaking down inside 
the leg of his pants. 

To my surprise, Sergeant Lowe 
jumped down into the foxhole be- 
side me. There isn’t much room in a 
foxhole, and we were standing face- 
to-face about three inches apart. To 
my astonishment, | felt his hand pull 
my hand away from my dick, and 
then he gripped it and started mas- 
saging. 

“Nice hard-on, Sardon, nice dick 
indeed,” he murmured in a voice | 
had never heard before. His voice 
no longer had that steely, command- 
ing tone. Suddenly it was hoarse, 
forced, lustful. His eyes were glazed 
over. 

To my dumbfounded 
astonishment, he slipped down in 
the foxhole, kneeling in the dirt, and 
he reached out, worshipfully grasp- 
ing my tight, stretched-out rammer. 
The searing, wicked hood bobbed in 
the air hypnotically. He opened his 
mouth wide, and sucked it in. With 
both hands he sensually jacked my 
Steaming shaft. | couldn’t hold back 
a grateful moan. After several mo- 
ments of jacking, he dropped one 
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hand to heft my ponderous testicles, 
and then he grunted. Bobbing up 
and down, slurping frantically, he 
finally got me. 

| felt it deep in my guts, waves of 
sensuality riding out, and then a 
quart of my boiling essence blasted 
out of my hard, wine-red rod. Sky 
and earth changed color as my 
body gave in to his sucking, military 
mouth. My elixir surged out of my 
penis like a flame-thrower spilling 
napalm everywhere. 

And the drill sergeant gulped 
down every drop. He sucked and 
slurped my hot fire hose, swallowing 
that thick, white stuff still boiling 
from my lust. 

My mind blown (as well as my 
cock), | turned to crawl out of the 
foxhole. Sergeant Lowe stood up be- 
hind me. “Now it’s my turn,” he 
growled, and he grabbed me by the 
hips, holding me in place. He put 
one arm around my chest, locking 
me to him, and with the other he 
reached around and undid my belt. 
Damn, he was going to fuck me! | 
got scared, and | started to struggle. 

“You'll love it, once it’s in all the 
way,” he grunted in my ear, but | 
kept on struggling. But all my 
squirming did was to wriggle my 
pants down that much faster. Next 
he had his fingers gripping the 


waistband of my jockey shorts, and 


soon those were in a pile at my 
ankles, too. 
Then his mighty arms lifted me up 
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off the ground, and when | came 
down, WHAM! 

He mounted me! He aimed his 
giant, taut poker between my but- 
tocks, at my poor, wrinkled asshole. 
He pressed his scorching penis- 
head against the tight opening. It 
was too tight. He’ll never get it in, | 
thought to myself. He licked his lips, 
and pressed harder. His tomahawk 
was so huge, the pain was intense. 
“EEEEEEYAAAAAAAAHH!” | 
screamed. 

But suddenly the deep maroon 
fireman’s helmet slipped through my 
stretching opening. His big, hot fuck- 
stick was in, up to the hilt. 

He reached under to grasp my 
bulging, rock-hard jock joint to beat 
it off while he fucked away. Nice 
guy. He was thinking about me. 

| could feel the moist heat of him 
pouring over me, even through our 
uniform shirts, and | went wild. | 
bucked frantically, making sounds 
like an animal in the night. He had all 
he could do to stay inside me. And 
suddenly he climaxed, and his iron 
beauty spit all over. 
“AAilieeeeEEEEEEH!” he growled in 
passion. He held stiff for several mo- 
ments. 

We lay back in the foxhole, both 
of us panting and sweating, covered 
with sand, dirt matted on us in 
streaks where it had stuck to all the 
cum we had all over us. 

“Goddamn, man, what a fuckin’ 
soldier you are gonna make!” he 
said. It was a stupid statement, but | 
couldn't help grinning proudly. “I've 
been jackin’ off over you,” he con- 
tinued, “ever since the first time | 
saw you stripped in the physical ex- 
amination station. | followed you out 
here today to see if somehow | 
couldn't seduce you, and 
sonofabitch, look how | lucked out!” 

We crawled up out of the foxhole, 
and made our separate ways back 
to the barracks. The Army has 
awesome punishments in store for 
aig gi men and NCO’s who “frater- 
nize.” 

Basic Combat Training ended a 
few days later, and | never did get 
another chance to ‘get low” with 
Sergeant Lowe. | saw him every day, 
of course, but another chance never 
turned up. | was transferred away to 
Vietnam. | survived my tour of duty 
in’Nam, and | returned to the US. | 
never saw him again, but | think of 
him often. 

And to this day | can hardly do a 
single push-up without getting a 


 hard-on! A 
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The phone rang just as Norman 
slid his key in through the tumblers. 
Everyone else had gone for the eve- 
ning, and he half thought of letting 
the answering service get it. His 
granddaughter, Nicole, was graduat- 
ing tomorrow, and he’d promised 
his wife to get to the jewelers before 
they closed. 

“Hello; Norman Woodman law of- 
fices. Can | help you?” he answered 
formally. 

“Norman?” the man asked. 

“Yes,” Norman said politely. “Can 
| help you?” 

“It's Tom; Tom Ashland. Colonel 
Tom Ashland.” 

Norman flipped the phone under 
his other ear and sat down. “Tom,” 
he said, “Oh my god, it’s been three 
years. How are you, my friend?” 

They were both 19 years old that 
summer 40 years ago at Norman’s 
Grandmother's. Norman was the 
taller and more serious, with dark 
hair, dark eyes, and a soft youthful 
moustache. Tom, the older looking, 
was slightly shorter with a broad 
hairy blond body, a square face, and 
mischievous sparkling green eyes. 

Norman had been visiting his 
grandmother for a month, since the 
end of his first year at college and 
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was thoroughly bored with no one 
his own age to talk to. So when he 
spotted Tom in his cadet’s uniform 
at Grandmother's garden party, he 
almost broke into a run, trying to 
cover the distance between him and 
the young man his own age. 

There had been, of course, all of 
the formal gesturing and passing of 
relevant personal history as they 
studied each other’s face, but none 
of it had been necessary. The mo- 
ment Tom’s broad smiling face had 
turned up into Norman’s, they had 
become eternal friends, Tom instant- 
ly taking to Normans intelligent face 
and stately manner, and Norman 
secretly wishing he were just a bit 
more manly and mischievous like 
Tom. 

It took another hour to get away 
from the garden party to the pond 
out in the woods, then jumping joy- 
fully from foot to foot, they tugged 
their socks, pants and underwear 
off, flung them over their shoulders 
carelessly into the bushes, and 
turned their eyes to each others’ 
handsome nude bodies. 

Norman thought Tom looked like 
a hairy demon smiling from behind 
the face of a handsome young man. 
He liked the way Tom’s thick blond 
hair rolled down over his muscled 


chest and stomach to his dense 
pubic hair, focusing all of Tom’s 
bulky strength into the fat organ 
bouncing playfully off his tightly 
drawn balls. And Tom thought Nor- 
man looked like a tall well-muscled 
twelfth-century knight with a huge 
lance. He liked Norman’s long dan- 
gling cock; he’d always been im- 
pressed by big dicks and the men 
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He liked Norman’s 

long dangling cock, 
he’d always been 
impressed by big 

dicks and the men 
who owned them. 


who owned them. He thought it 
gave a man a power and authority 
that nothing else could, and he 
loved powerful things. 

“Last one in is a pecker wood,” 
Norman finally yelled, pushing Tom 
backwards. 

“You say,” Tom retorted. 

Then running at full gallop, they 
both jumped up, kicking at the air, 


and came down into the water with 
a roaring splash. The white foamy 
water flew all around their naked 
bodies as they tested their strength 
against each other; Norman grab- 
bing Tom’s fine hairy chest and 
dunking him; Tom diving down be- 
tween Norman’s legs and coming 
up, so Norman’s beautiful organ 
rubbed across his face. 

“Come back here, you,” Norman 
said, running after Tom who 
tromped towards the shore. “Come 
back and fight like a man” 

“No way,” Tom laughed, shaking 
water from his face as he splashed it 
up into Norman's. Then turning as 
he reached the shore, he saw 
Norman's nude body flying smooth- 
ly through the air in his direction and 
stared transfixed at his well-muscled 
body and huge dangling cock until 
the organ and Norman fall against 
him with a splat. 

They rolled, organ to organ, 
across the warm grass away from 
the pond, swapping positions until 
Tom's greater strength took control, 
and Norman found himself laying 
helplessly under his hairy blond 
friend's restraining body. 

“You give?” Tom panted, forcing 
Norman's wrists to the ground and 
looking into his face with an opened- 
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mouthed smile. 

“Never!” Norman said, wiggling 
his body between the warm summer 
grass and Tom’s wet hairy body. 
“I'd die first.” 

“| could arrange that,” Tom 
gasped, tightening his grip and drop- 
ping his tired head momentarily 
against Norman’s chest to rest. 

Norman stiffened. He could feel 
his immense cock beginning to 
grow against Tom’s hairy body, and 
he twisted, hoping to free himself 
before Tom noticed. Then just as he 
was sure Tom must be feeling his 
huge organ pressing up the length 
of his hairy torso, Tom’s own hard 
cock thrust gently in against his 
stomach. 

Both men froze with their eyes 
fixed upon the other, their minds a 
mix of conflicting feelings. They had 
heard of such things, of course, but 
no one they knew would do such 
things. Yet here they were, laying 
one atop the other with their hard 
cocks throbbing against each 
other’s naked body. 

“Have you ever...” Tom started 
before Norman's negatively shaking 
his head cut the words from his lips. 

“Me neither,” Tom said, peeling 
his hairy body from Norman’s and 
sighing longingly down toward 
Norman’s immense tool. “What ya 
say? | will if you will. I've always kind 
of wondered what it was like,” Tom 
said, laying his palm gently down 
over the hot dribbling tip of 
Norman’s inflamed shaft. 

Norman jerked and felt a spurt of 
clear fluid dribble from the head of 
his huge organ as Tom’s warm hand 
settled over him. “I’ve kind of 
wondered too,” he quivered, his 
eyes absorbing Tom’s wide 
shoulders and broad burly chest. 
“What do we do?” 

“ll show you,” Tom said, wig- 
gling his hairy torso down over 
Norman’s muscled legs until his 
face was level with his huge cock. 
Then picking the thing up lovingly 
with two fingers, he looked at its 
massive beauty for a long moment, 
trying vainly to reconcile the soft- 
ness of Norman’s huge moist brown 
eyes and thin youthful moustache 
with the immense masculine power 
of his massive tool. This was not the 
organ of a handsome young man; it 
was a huge angry weapon, laying in 
wait for a victim to plow its colossal 
mass into. And even as inex- 
perienced as Tom was, he knew he 
was holding something very special 
in his hands, a thing that he could 
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love and adore forever, and breath- 
ing in its scent, he bent the thing up 
against his lips and kissed it. “It’s 
warm!” he whispered up at Norman, 
palming its wide mass against his 
lips and nose. “In fact, it's hot,” he 
laughed nervously, wrinkling 
Norman’s long balls up against his 
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Tom gave Norman 
a quick look, then 
licking his way 
slowly up the entire 
length of Norman’s 
fat tool, he slid his 
tongue down into 
its long slit 
and touched his lips 
to the head. 


chin. “God, | never thought it'd be 
hot. It’s wonderful.” 

“Put it in your mouth. | want to 
see how it feels,” Norman said, 
pushing himself up off the grass to 
watch. “I'll do it if you will.” 

Tom gave Norman a quick look, 
then licking his way slowly up the en- 
tire length of Norman’s fat tool, he 
slid his tongue down into its long slit 
and touched his lips to the head. 
“It’s salty,” he laughed again, adjust- 
ing his free hand around Norman's 
long heavy balls before slowly 
stretching his lips down around the 
throbbing head. 

Norman moaned as Tom’s caress- 
ing lips brushed against his organ’s 
sensitive underside. He hadn't im- 
agined it would feel so nice, and 
dropping back down, he dug at the 
ground, trying to stop from selfishly 
thrusting every steely inch up into 
Tom’s warm throat. “Oh God, suck 
it,” he whispered to himself, stroking 
Tom's curly blond hair with one 
hand as he gently rubbed his fingers 
over what Tom wasn’t sucking. 

Now he knew what he liked. He liked 
getting head. And it would become 
a life’s passion that he would follow 
as far as marrying his wife just be- 
cause she could swallow his huge 
length. “Please, just a little more,” 
Tom begged, pushing gently down 
on Tom’s head. “Just an inch or 
two.” 

Norman's gigantic organ was far 


too large for Tom's mouth. His lips 
were stretched well past their limit, 
and his tongue was pinned down in 
his mouth. But he liked it. He liked 
the idea of exploring the tool 
another man used to fuck women 
with. He liked knowing that from 
now on there could be no real 
secrets between them, that the 
secret of how big the other man’s 
cock was had already been 
answered, and he cupped his 
friend’s big warm balls in closer and 
worked his wonderful tool down into 
his throat and moaned. “God, you'll 
make some woman very happy,” he 
thought, wrapping a fist below his 
lips and shaking his head like a bull 
terrier. 

“Let me see,” Norman said, sit- 
ting up. “My God, you're swallowing 
it,” he said, feeling with his fingers 
where Tom’s lips stretched around 
him. “God, that’s horny.” 

Tom's lips were so well stretched 
around Norman’s swollen organ that 
only his lifting cheeks gave any in- 
dication that he was attempting to 
smile as he looked up into Norman’s 
eyes and jiggled his balls. He knew 
now that his love of big cocks went 
way beyond looking, that he loved 
the way they grabbed his mouth, 
forming it open, showing the power 
a really big cock can have. And clos- 
ing his eyes for one last long 
wonderful taste, he slowly twisted 
his head up off the immense organ 
and let it fall out into his palm with a 
splat. “God yes, it’s horny. You're so 
fucking big,” Tom proclaimed, pull- 
ing his wet lips across the tool’s 
wide base as he looked at Norman. 
“It's wonderful,” he panted, squeez- 
ing it lovingly between his shoulder 
and cheek as he mouthed the fat 
shaft with his lips and caressed the 
head with his wet palm. 

“Really? Let me see yours,” Nor- 
man said,spinning around. He had 
never really thought of his cock as 
big; it looked just like his dad’s. But 
looking now, he could see that he 
was easily four or five times the size 
of Tom, but then that isn’t what he 
found appealing about Tom. He was 
much more in awe of Tom's strong 
hairy body and commanding nature. 
“You've got a nice body,” Norman 
smiled back, sliding his fingers in 
through Tom’s thick pubic hair to 
the base of his stout tool. “A hand- 
some body,” he smiled, slowly bring- 
ing his lips down around Tom’s tool 
and rubbing his hairy thighs. 

Tom jerked as Norman's lips set- 
tled around him. Nothing but his 


hand had ever touched him there, 
and he shivered and thrust sharply 
up into Norman's mouth. “God 
that’s nice,” he moaned, rolling Nor- 
man over, so they lay naked under 
the warm summer sun, holding each 
other’s cock in their mouths. 

They lay one atop the other, heav- 
ing and thrusting what they could of 
their tools into each other’s dripping 
mouths until Tom was three strokes 
from shooting, then skinning his 
mouth from around Norman's im- 
mense organ, he gulped some air 
and dropped his face down between 
Norman's wide-spread balls. “You 
ever put this thing up a woman?” 
Tom moaned softly, lifting his face 
to Norman. 

Norman shrugged, not wanting to 
lie to his new best friend, but afraid 
of looking silly. 

“Me neither,” Tom finally 
shrugged back. “Maybe you could 
try it on me,” he smiled coyly, jig- 
gling Norman’s great handsome 
balls in their loose skin as he waited 
for an answer. 

“| don’t know,” Norman ques- 
tioned. “How...” 

“Just slide your cock up my 
crack,” Norman said, slipping off the 
top of Norman, so his long furry butt 

. smiled up at him. 
“| don't know,” Norman paused 
) with a big swallow, “I’m not sure we 
should.” 

“Come on,” Tom said, spreading 
himself further apart for Norman’s 
appraisal. “No one’s going to know. 
Just wet your thing down good with 
Spit and slip it in,” he smiled. But he 
really didn’t know if he could take all 
of Norman’s huge thing or not. He 
wanted to. He wanted to feel his 
new friend’s tall muscled body slid- 
ing across him, driving his long 
handsome organ up into the middle 
of him. He wanted to possess its 
enormity and experience its power, 
if only for a few minutes. 

Norman didn’t know if he liked the 
idea at first. It didn't seem quite 
right. But as Tom rolled over and 
spread his handsome butt apart, he 
knew he'd do it. Tom looked so 
wonderful down in there with all of 
his thick blond hair curling up 
around his puckered hole. “Okay,” 
Norman whispered, spinning around 
and crawling down between Tom’s 
hairy legs. He liked the idea of con- 
suming this viral man’s hairy ass, of 
exploring his most private secret 
area, of knowing every hairy thing 
there was to know about the man. 
And laying his head down on the 
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back of Tom’s curly thigh, he 
rubbed his palms up over his hairy 
cheeks and spread them apart with 
his thumbs. Instantly Tom's thick 
blond hair sprung out from between 
his crack and curled up around 
Norman’s fingers, as if it had been 
waiting for him to release it. “God, 
you're hairy,” Norman said, kissing 
one of Tom's hairy cheeks and rub- 
bing his fingers down into his crack. 

Glancing over his shoulder, Tom 
pulled his knees slightly forward, 
hiking his wooly ass up a couple of 
inches so his hairy hole was more 
clearly illuminated by the summer 
sun. 

“Handsome,” Norman said, wet- 
ting his fingers and dragging them 
through the hair. He always wanted 


to get at a man down there, and pull- 
ing in closer, he combed the hair out 
of the way with his fingers and 
planted his tongue down against 
Norman’s wet hole. 

“Ouw, that nice,” Tom moaned, 
sliding his face across the grass as 
he looked back at Norman. 

Smiling to his friend, Norman 
rubbed his hands up under Tom’s 
hairy thighs and lifted him. Then pull- 
ing his plump cock and balls back 
where they could be enjoyed, he 
spread Tom back open and reburied 
his tongue down into his warm invit- 
ing crack. 

Tom could feel Norman’s tongue 
all the way up his spine to the back 
of his neck, and shivering, he pulled 
Norman’s face in closer and held 
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him there. “Try your finger,” he 
moaned, lifting his hairy butt and 
rubbing it against Norman's face. 
“Please, it feels so wonderful.” 

Norman couldn't get enough of 
his hairy friend’s burly ass. And he 
licked and chewed and spread 
Tom’s sweet curly blond ass apart, 
like the wolf trying to get at the three 
little pigs, until finally, somewhere in 
the fog, he heard Tom’s voice. 

“Please, Norman, slide it in. Put in 
your finger,” Tom moaned into the 
grass. 

“Yeah, you bet,” Norman said, 
wetting down his palms and plaster- 
ing what he could of Tom’s hair 
back out of the way. “Nice!” he 
whispered to himself, teasing Tom’s 
puckered hole with his finger. Then 
wetting it, he watched Tom’s hairs 
drag along his finger as he pushed it 
in. “God, Tom,” he swore, pressing 
his face inside Tom’s hairy crack. 
“You're so nice.” 

Lifting his head long enough to 
gulp some air, Tom dropped back 
down onto the ground, moaning. He 
knew he was going to love it, going 
to love having Norman in him, driv- 
ing his big meat up into him and fill- 
ing his soul with cock. And reaching 
back, he rubbed Norman's hand 
and asked him to, “Please, PLEASE, 
put it in.” It was a phrase he would 
repeat many times over the years. 

Norman pulled his finger out slow- 
ly, watching as Tom’s thick blond 
hairs drug along it. Then moaning, 
he dropped his face back down into 
Tom's crack and drove his tongue 
up into the open hole. “My hairy 
demon,” he whispered rising to his 
knees and spreading Tom’s apart. 
“My handsome Hairy Demon,” he 
repeated, holding Tom open as he 
laid his long pole reverently into 
Tom's crack and eased his wet tip in 
against his hole. “Your sweet hairy 
butt is mine now,” he laughed, not 
knowing how true It would come to 
be over the years. 

“Do it. Slide it in a little,” Tom en- 
couraged, reaching back and pull- 
ing his cheeks apart as he pushed 
up against Norman’s hard knob. 
“That's it,” he said as he felt his un- 
tested hole giving gently around 
Norman’s huge blunt head. “Yeah!” 
He could feel it crawling up into him 
an inch at a time, and the idea of the 
wonderful thing filling him was so 
wonderful that even the pain be- 
came pleasurable, and he tightened 
his thighs and humped the grass as 
the hard thick inches slid their way 
slowly up into the middle of him. 


Norman’s youthful reflex to hump 
anything next to his crotch drove his 
fat tool deeper and deeper up into 
Tom until he could feel Tom’s warm 
hairy cheeks curving up into the hol- 
lows of his thighs. Then running his 
palms down over Tom’s muscled 
sides, he cupped his hands around 
the edges of his hairy cheeks and 
spread him apart like a piece of ripe 
fruit and fucked him. 

“Oh God,” Tom moaned, as he 
tore at the grass. He could feel 
Norman's hot throbbing cock run- 
ning from the base of his spine to 
his lower chest and forcing his palm 
in between himself and the warm 
grass, he squeezed his ridged pole 
as he heaved his ass up against 
Norman’s thrusting body. “Yeah, 
butt fuck me with that big thing!” 

Norman moaned and rubbed his 
lips across Tom's strong back. He 
could feel the long inches of his fat 
organ as they were caressed by 
Tom's warm bowel, and forcing Tom 
further open with his knees, he slid 
in deeper and chewed on the back 
of his neck. 

Tingles raced up Tom’s spine. 
“God, you feel great up there,” he 
whispered, heaving in rhythm with 
Norman's circular thrusts. “Does it 
feel like a pussy?” 

“Yeah,” Norman moaned, not 
really knowing. But he loved the feel- 
ing of ownership he had over Tom’s 
tight masculine body and he ran his 
hands around to his hairy chest and 
palmed his broad hairy tits as he 
stroked his immense organ up into 
his burly crack. Now he understood 
why sex was taboo. It was too per- 
fect, more warm and fulfilling then 
anything else in life, far better than 
Sports or horses or school, and he 
thought that, if given an option, he 
would never stop humping Tom’s 
soft hairy warm butt. That he would 
thrust and heave and explore his 
hairy warmth for eternity. Fuck col- 
lege, fuck law school; he'd just 
screw Tom’s hairy warm ass for the 
rest of his life. 

Tom felt the same way, nothing in 
his life had ever been as fulfilling as 
having Norman's huge cock up his 
hairy ass. He wanted to drag his 
bowel across its immense length 
until he couldn't take another stroke 
and Norman finally fell over the top 
of him, moaning, and shot his 
steamy load up into him. He had al- 
ways known he loved masculine 
things and nothing seemed more 
dramatically masculine than a huge 
slab of cock, unless it was watching 


a huge slab of cock being thrust up 
his butt. So sliding his hands back 
onto Norman’s smooth muscled 
butt, he held Norman's throbbing 
organ deep in the middle of him as 
he lifted his head and spoke. “Let 
me get on my back and watch,” he 
panted. “I want to watch it go in.” 
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He dropped his mouth 


against Tom’s 
panting lips and 
drove his long cock 
up into him 
in a single smooth 
thrust. 


It took Norman a moment to 
reconnect the circuits that under- 
stand the spoken word. He had 
slipped so deeply into the world of 
warm furry holes and thrusting hips 
that he had to stop and shake his 
head into focus. “Sure,” he said 
from the fog. Then pulling his great 
meat from Tom, he flopped over 
onto his back and let his dripping 
pole bounce across his broad torso 
in little wet hops. 

“Oh God!” Tom quivered, picking 
up the huge fat pole and kissing the 
broad tip. “All of that was up me?” 
he smiled, sliding a couple of fingers 
up himself and shaking his head. 
Then straddling Norman's long 
muscled body, he slowly squatted 
down over the huge pole, replanting 
every inch until his balls kissed 
down into Norman’s. “Yeaaah,” he 
moaned, wiggling his hips joyfully. 
“Yeah, nice fat pecker,” he laughed, 
taking possession of the pole and 
squeezing himself around it. He was 
learning to love having that fat cock 
up his butt. And lowering his hairy 
chest down against Norman’s, he 
wrapped his arms around his neck 
and rolled them over so Norman 
was on top. “Fuck me, buddy,” he 
whispered. And lifting his legs, he 
did as he would always do from now 
on and wrapped them snugly 
around Norman’s slender hips. “Let 
me watch ya slid that meat up into 
me,” he moaned through a slack- 
ened face. 

Norman slid down into Tom’s 
hairy saddle and felt himself coast 
back into the world of warm holes 
and thrusting hips. This was what life 
was meant for. This was its mean- 


ing, if it had one; to hold another per- 
son and absorb them until you were 
one perfect person. And grabbing 
fists of Tom's great hairy chest, he 
dropped his mouth against Tom’s 
panting lips and drove his long cock 
up into him in a single smooth thrust 
until his huge balls nestled down 
over the top of Tom's tightly drawn 
ones. 

Tom moaned as he felt Norman’s 
balls sloshing up against his ass. He 
loved the feeling of abandon he was 
experiencing. He was always in 
such control of his life that giving it 
over to Norman’s huge tool some- 
how reconnected him to life and 
humanity. And lifting his ass, he 
wrapped his arms around Norman’s 
neck and kissed him back. 

Norman could feel Tom's warm 
caressing hairs stroking the length 
of his body, and prying his hairy ass 
open with two hands he fell into his 
hole and began cumming up into his 
ass. 

Tom would never know that you 
couldn’t normally feel a man cum- 
ming up your ass and reveled in 
every hot spurt that splashed 
against his bowel wall. It felt like 
warm waves of life rushing into him. 
And dropping his head back against 
the ground, he did as he would do 
for the rest of his life; he let 
Norman’s huge handsome tool 
stroke itself off into him and then 
just lay there quietly until Norman’s 
massive organ finally softened 
enough to be pulled easily from his 
quivering hole... 

“Norman. You there?” Tom 
spoke up into the receiver. 

“Yes,” Norman answered, smiling 
widely, as he felt the old tingles run- 
ning up his cock. No woman's hole 
had ever done what Tom's sweet 
hairy ass could do to his meat. 

“It would be nice to see you, 
buddy,” Tom said, envisioning 
Norman's monumental organ as it 
swayed rigidly out from his body. Its 
strength and volume had not 
diminished over the years. In fact, as 
is true of most men, his huge hand- 
some balls had grown in size. 

“Yeah, it would be very nice!” Nor- 
man smiled, already imagining 
Tom’s fine hairy butt, all spread 
open for the fuck. “I'll meet you at 
your hotel, then how about coming 
to dinner? The wife would love to 


see ya. 
“Great!” Tom laughed, wigging 

his hairy ass down into the chair 

with a big sigh. “I can hardly wait.” 
“Me neither,” Norman smiled. A 
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BY WILLIAM 


The phone call came from out of 
the blue. 

“Remember me, Robert from col- 
lege?” 

o r Ride 

My mind shifted gears to the 
dream section, wet division. Tall, 
blond, college jock. Blue eyes. 
Meaty crotch. 

“I’m in town for a denominational 
conference. Thought maybe we 
could get aeaenes if you're free.” 

iii hen ” 


“Later tonight after the keynote 
address. I’m staying at the Hilton. 
Meet me in the lobby, say around 
ten. I’m taking the red-eye flight 
back home.” 
“Okay. See you then.” 
__ Placing the phone in its cradle, | 

thought about Robert. His voice was 
deep and sexy. It had been over ten 
years since I'd seen him. There was 
a ten-year college class reunion but 
I'd skipped that. | was no big suc- 
cess and was lucky to have my of- 
fice job. | didn’t want to listen to 
other guys brag about how well they 
were doing. Besides, whether | liked 
it or not, I'd discovered | was gay. 


34 UNCUT 


Robert was the only reason | even 
considered going back to the 
reunion. But that was hopeless, the 
crush | had on him. | sent a letter 
saying that | couldn't get away from 
my job at that time. Lame excuse 
which let everyone know what a 
lowly employee | was, certainly not 
the boss. 

Forget my VCR and jack-off ses- 
sion planned with the rented videos, 
my electronic love life. | was a lonely 


guy. 

| took a shower and shampooed 
my hair. | checked myself out in the 
mirror on the closet door. Not bad 
for thirty-three | told myself. | 
decided to dress casual, tight jeans 
and checkered shirt with my boots 
and brown leather jacket. 

Excited and curious about Robert, 
| got there half an hour early and sat 
in one of the overstuffed chairs in 
the lobby. And waited, smoking 
several cigarettes. | tried to quit but 
when | was nervous like now | 
smoked like a chimney. 

| checked my watch. Ten on the 
dot. When | looked up there was 
Robert in a three-piece charcoal 
gray suit. His blond locks were 


wavy. His eyes blue and clear. 

“Robert my man, how the hell are 
you?” 

“Fine, Bill. Nice to see you.” 

| felt out of place. All the men in 
the lobby were dressed in suits like 
a mortician’s convention or some- 
thing. Not possible, he couldn't be 
an undertaker. He was a singer and 
musician in college. 

| thought | was seeing things 
when | saw the sign in the lobby that 
welcomed pastors for the Bible con- 
ference. 

“What kind of racket are you in?” 
| asked. 

“I've been called io the ministry...” 

“A preacher?” 

“You got it.” 

“Holy—” | stopped myself. 

“Let’s go up to my room.” 

“Alright.” 

| couldn't believe it. Robert was a 
man of the cloth. And I’d thought he 
was some kind of musician, maybe 
into drugs. Now | didn’t have a 
prayer at getting him. 
’ We took the elevator to his room 
4 on the eighth floor. 

“l need a drink. Do you mind if | 
Call room service?” | asked. 
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“No. Matter of fact that sounds 
like a good idea. I'll have one of 
whatever you’re drinking.” 

| phoned room service and or- 
dered a bottle of Moet champagne. 

When the boy brought it pronto | 
gave him a big tip. 

“| didn’t know preachers were al- 
lowed to drink.” 

“Sure. Jesus drank wine. His first 
miracle was changing water into 
wine to keep the party going.” 

“I can’t believe it.” 

“It's true.” 

_ “No, | mean that you're a 
preacher.” 

“They come in all sizes and 
shapes.” 

Sitting at the small table by the 
window with the view overlooking 
downtown, we clicked glasses and 
sipped the champagne. 

“But you were a musician.” 

“1 still am. I’m assistant pastor but 
| sing and play a lot, it’s gospel 
music now.” 

“What happened to your secular 
career?” 

“It was mostly honky tonks and 
more drugs than drinking. But | was 
delivered from that life. | sing about 
the good news now, that Jesus is 
real.” 

My mind was reeling from the 
champagne. | still couldn’t believe 
that Robert was a preacher. And he 
still looked awesome. Despite the 
suit you could see his muscular 
body and he was so handsome. 

“You're incredible,” | gasped. 

“What about you, do you like your 
job?” 

“It’s a living.” 

| left out the part about how 
boring it was shuffling paper in an of- 
fice and my fears about having the 
chair pulled out from my ass any 
day. 

“Do you know Jesus? Are you 
saved?” 

| gulped the champagne. And the 
bubbles frothed in my nose. To me 
Jesus was a swear word, not a 
prayer word. It was something | said 
when | tripped on the stairs. 

“I’m not really religious.” 

“Do you mind if | do something?” 

“Go ahead.” 

| didn’t know what to expect. 

“Let's get down on our knees.” 

Robert was getting dangerously 
close to what | had in mind, what I’d 
always wanted to do to him down 
on my knees. He put his arm around 
me. 

“Father, | want you to save my 
friend Bill. Give him your blessing. 


Show him the light. Like all of us 
he’s a sinner but can be saved by 
your grace.” 

| don’t know what came over me. 
Maybe it was the champagne | 
drank. Maybe it was the presence of 
the college ex-jock that | idolized. | 
don’t know but the next thing | did 
was hug Robert and hold onto him. 

“Save me, Robert. I’m a sinner, | 
can't help it. Oh God, I’m so lonely.” 

| had all intentions of respecting 
his religion, his beliefs. But | was 
weak and maybe beyond redemp- 
tion. | started kissing him. He back- 
ed off but | kept it up. | even groped 
him. And his cock stiffened, | swear 
it 


“Forgive me, Father. Oh Bill—” 

Robert protested but not enough 
to stop me. | wanted communion 
with his cock, to drink its nectar. 

Like Sadie Thompson going after 
Rev. Davidson in Africa, | got my 
paws on Robert whom I’d lusted 
after and jacked off over dozens of 
times in college and for years after 
when he wandered over the 
landscape of my jack-off fantasies. 

“Oh preacher man, | gotta have 
you. I’d sell my soul to get you.” 

Careful. No, stop. This isn’t right.” 

“I don't care if it’s right or wrong. 
I've waited for years to touch you.” 

With that confession | unzipped 
his fly and took out his cock. It was 
massive, a slab of uncut dick, 
oozing from the pee hole. 

“Oh, the sin of Onan,” he said. “! 
still fight it but I'm only a man and | 
give in to it.” 

| didn’t know what exactly that 
meant. My experience was more 
from Sodom. 

| jacked on the preacher’s prick 
until it got real stiff. It was a handful, 
a two-fisted job. At the same time | 
took out my throbbing dick. | 
grabbed the reverend’s hand and 
placed it on my dick and let him 
stroke it and minister to me. 

While we shared a mutual jack-off 
session | was so hot and ready to ex- 
plode but | held back. | wanted to 
see Robert shoot his wad before | 
blasted. 

It didn’t take long. He shoved my 
hand away and pumped his prick 
furiously, slapping the folds of fore- 
skin over his prickhead. 

“Do it, Robert. Shoot that wad! | 
wanna see you cum.” 

He grunted and all hell broke 
loose. Big strands of pearly white 
jism flew out of his pee hole and 
landed on the carpet. 

With my left hand | reached for his 
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hot, pulsing dick and squeezed it, 
milking the cum drops and shaking 
them off. With my right hand | 
whacked off, faster and faster, really 
abusing myself until the cum 
churned in my nuts and spewed out 
into the carpet. 

“Oh my God, what have | done?” 

“Hey, it’s alright, Robert. Just two 
buddies getting off together. Noth- 
ing wrong with that.” 

“It’s a sin, men with men.” 

“Easy, take it easy. Here, have 
some more champagne.” 

| must have been possessed of as 
many devils as Mary Magdalene be- 
cause | wasn't about to stop. Plying 
the reverend with a little more of the 
bubbly, | got him to relax. 

His cock was soft and in its 
sheath but | managed to tug his 
trousers down. He had a luscious 
ass with blond peach fuzz on it. | 
kneaded his cheeks and fingered his 
steamy asscrack, poking my finger 
into the wet hole. 

“No. Stop, please. It’s wrong. 
God help me.” 

| was crazed with lust. I’d shot gal- 
lons of cum over this handsome 
jock turned preacher. Now was my 
chance to get a piece of him. Big 
and butch and handsome like Rock 
Hudson in his beefcake days. | 
pressed on. He might have felt like 
he was fighting demons but he 
didn’t put up that much of a battle, 
not enough to convince me that he 
wasn't game. 

It was my belief based on ex- 
perience that macho men who were 
proud of their bodies and prowess 
were willing to test it against another 
man. I’d had the pleasure of tough 
marines who'd rolled over on their 
belly for me. 

Spurred on by my pent-up lust 
and years of craving for Robert, | 
mounted him. Taking a trusty con- 
dom out of my jacket pocket, | 
threaded it on my randy prick. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Going to make you feel good, 
buddy. Make a real man out of you. 
Bring you down to earth again. 
Gonna fuck that cute, tight ass of 
yours.” 

“No, don’t. Don't use me for the 
purpose of a woman.” 

“You're curious about the feeling, 
what it's like for a woman. You want 
it, | can tell. Your little pucker is all 
anxious and tingling.” 

“Don't hurt me.” 

That's what he said, clear as a 
bell. He didn’t say stop. 

| spit on my palm and lubed his 
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fuzzy asscrack. Positioning my 
sheathed member at the entrance, | 
eased inside. 

“Oh God, it hurts.” 

“Relax, let it go in.” 

| fed my latex-covered cock up 
his fiery, tight hole. 

“Mother of God, it’s killing me.” 

| thought of withdrawing because 
of the pain it was causing him but he 
bucked back and moved his ass 
around on my cock. 

| sawed my dick in and out of his 
virgin hole, deflowering the young 
preacher. He continued to work his 
ass on my cock, screwing me. 

| got up a head of steam and real- 
ly plowed his hole. It was pried open 
phe te for cock. | stuffed him 


good. 

“It’s so big. So hard. Oh, it’s 
going to shoot. Going to unload up 
my ass.” 

“Take it, preacher. Take my big 
hard cock up your ass. You like it, 
you know you do.” 

“Oh yeah. It feels good. Can't 
believe the sensation. Keep doing it 
to me. Pump me. Cream it up my 

e.” 
| rammed him fast and hard, with 
my balls slapping his fuzzy 
asscheeks until | couldn’t hold back 
any longer. It was real sensitive, this 
virgin-tight hole, despite the rubber. 

“Do it, man. Shoot it! Shoot that 
load up my ass.” 

| buried my bone in his hole and it 
spurted and spurted into the con- 
dom until | felt numb. My cock sof- 
tened and slipped out of the fiery 
hole. The rubber was milky white 
with jizz, the tip swollen with it. 

Robert turned around and 
showed me his huge cock that was 
flared and rosy and ready for action. 

He didn’t say anything. Neither 
did |. | just dropped my jeans, expos- 
ing my ass mounds. 

| took anther rubber out of my 
jacket and nervously threaded it on 
the preacher's fuckmeat. 

| lay prone on the rug and 
reached behind me and guided his 
cock inside me. It had been awhile 
since I’d been balled but | was horny 
and wanted it, wanted my idol to 
stab my ass. 

Robert fucked slow and deep, 
really grinding his meat up my ass, 
as I’d imagined he did to cheer- 
leaders in college after football 


mes. 

My ass was hungry for cock and 
mancream and | fucked back, 
squeezing his meat with my ass 
muscles. He got the message and 


picked up the pace, slamming his 
cock in and out of my hole. 

“Fuck me, preach. Let me have it 
cate | need it! | need a good screw- 
ing.” 

| egged him on, panting and 
squealing, begging for more, beg- 
ging for his load. 

“Oh God, I’m cumming! Shooting 
my sperm into another man’s butt. 
Take it. Take my load.” 

| felt his cum-load fill the condom, 
hot up my hole. | tightened my ass 
ee siphoned the juice out of his 

s. 

He pulled his cock out of my hole 
and | slipped off his rubber. I’d lost 
mine on the rug, mute evidence of 
the cherry hole with traces of blood 
on the latex sheath leaking creamy 
spunk. 

While Robert took a quick shower 
| cleaned up the condoms and peck- 
er tracks off the rug since the room 
was registered to a minister. | didn’t 
want his reputation stained even if 
their rug was. 

In bygone days I'd have slurped 
up his juicy load and cleaned the 
carpet with my tongue. But these 
were different times and called for 
safety. 

When Robert came out of the 
shower | got a good look at his 
strong body with the smooth chest 
and small pink nipples, the sinewy 
thighs and the hard ass dusted with 
golden fleece. He hadn’t changed a 
bit, just as gorgeous as ever. Like he 
had a picture that was aging some- 
where, not the real him. 

“You look terrific,” | said. 

“I’m starting to put on some 
weight but | exercise every day. 
You're a picture of health yourself.” 

“| try to take care of the bod.” 

“Only 180 pounds of flesh keeps 
me from heaven. Believe me, Bill. 
I’m sincere about my mission in life.” 

“| know that.” 

“So you know that it must never 
happen again. | have to admit that | 
thought about it, wondered what it 
was like with another man. It's not 
for me. I’m engaged to a beautiful 
Christian girl who wants to share my 
life and ministry.” 

“| wish you happiness, Robert.” 

| poured us the last of the cham- 
pagne and we drank it. 

“ll pray for you, that Christ will 
take care of you.” 

| drove Robert to the airport. | 
shook his hand and he was gone 
again. All | could think about was 
how beautiful God made him, and | 
was glad that | could too. A 
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The waters off the Kenyan island 
of Malindi, a short journey north of 
Mombasa, are as clear and alive 
with sea wonders as any diving spot 
in the Indian Ocean. The myriad 
creatures of this underwater 
paradise come in colors and shapes 
den leave you breathless at their 


uty. 
Occasionally you come across 
something so unusual that it knocks 
you off your feet...literally. 

| had swum around the edge of a 
flaming red coral cliff, and suddenly 
| was in an underwater 
meadow...sandy bottomed, with up- 
ward trailing growths of frond that 
swayed around the perimeter. In the 
center were two men, quite naked, 
frolicking with the quick lithe move- 
ments of sea otters. As | watched 
they came together in a sixty-nine 
position, their mouths fastening on 
each other's crotch like limpets. 
Their bodies tumbled slowly, over 
and around, as they sucked. After a 
moment they broke apart and 
streaked to the surface for air. Since 
we were in shallow waters, they 
were back in seconds to resume 
their underwater suckfest. 

Even underwater | could tell they 
were Dhow sailors; their lean and 
sinewy coffee-colored bodies were 
typical of those who manned the an- 
cient wooden sailcraft that plied the 
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Indian Ocean between the Gulf 
States and East Africa. Dhows had 
been coming to Malindi and Mom- 
basa for centuries, and coastal 
Africans slyly referred to then as 
“brother lovers.” Those long 
voyages were reputed to be endless 
weeks of cocksucking and butt-fuck- 
ing... 

Before me was evidence that 
some part of the stories were true, 
for the two men pleasured each 
other with the kind of skill that only 
grows from familiarity. 

Suddenly one of them spotted 
me. His eyes flickered down from 
the gas bubbles that sparkled as 
they ascended to the surface, seek- 
ing out my presence in the border- 
ing fronds. 

Both uncoupled their mouths 
from their cocks and streaked to the 
surface. 


| cursed my luck, and began to un- 
wedge my foot from under a rock 
that | had used to keep me weighted 
in position. 

Abruptly, the two seal-like cock- 
suckers were back. One grinned at 
me and mimed scratching his palm, 
a local gesture whose meaning was 
_ EE ™ obvious. Money...the performance 
would continue and | could 
watch...if | paid for the privilege. 

How many underwater sex-shows 
do you get to see in your life? | 
didn’t bother haggling. | scratched 
five hundred shillings on my palm. 
Not much in dollars, but a rewarding 
little bonus for two already-horny 
sailors. 

They did an underwater whoop of 
delight they swooshed once more to 
the surface, and then they were 
back to give me an up-close and per- 
sonal performance. 

Have you ever had an underwater 
hard-on? They're not easy to main- 
tain, for physiological reasons we 
won't go into here. But if you’re 
aroused enough, you can do 
it...and it’s very special. 

Two feet from my face, even with 
the barrier of a face mask, | could 
relish the spectacle of two superb 
young bodies attacking each other 
with the kind of sex-hunger that’s 
contagious. Watching this kind of 
joyful, urgent, and totally uninhibited 
sex will keep me alive forever. The 
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fevered bliss building between the 
two sailors as they fiercely mouthed 
each other, was more of a tonic for 
me than ginseng or gland-therapy 
shots. God but | felt good. 

My cock was tearing at my swim 
bikini, so | just fished it out and 
began my own stroke frenzy. 

My eyes had been darting all over 
the eager young bodies, but now | 
zeroed in on the action of one par- 
ticular cock. | pressed closer, 
surprised by what | saw. 

One of the sailors was uncircum- 
cised. His gigantic prick was being 
cloaked and uncloaked by the 
mouth action of the other sailor. As | 
watched | saw the plentiful foreskin 
pinched between the sailor’s lips 
and drawn out...out...out...the tube 
of skin stretched a good two inches 
beyond the bulb of the glans. 

| reached forward and touched 
the magic stretch of manhood be- 
tween the thumb and 
forefinger...and gently travelled the 
length of that wondrous tool feeling 
the widening of my touch as | 
travelled over the glans, feeling the 
rock-hard ridging of the veins on his 
shaft, feeling the bristly forest of 
cock-hair. Then my fingers trailed 
lightly down to suspended orbs of 
his balls. They were big, they were 
smooth, and they jerked as my hand 
closed around them. 

Orgasm was convulsing the uncir- 


cumcised sailor. From my viewpoint, 
now only inches away, | could see 
his life force explode through his 
cock. The urethral canal shuddered 
as the semen shouldered its way 
through to fill the waiting mouth. 
Even though the other sailor kept his 
lips wrapped around the uncircum- 
cised cock, the fit was not tight. 
Tendrils of semen began escaping, 
trailing upwards to the world above. 
The two men broke apart, allow- 
ing the cum in their mouths to flow 
out. Then they shot immediately up- 
wards to refill their exhausted lungs. 
Meanwhile, clouds of white semen 
billowed in the wake of their move- 
ment. My hand reached out to touch 
the precious stuff as it began its 
slower journey to the surface... 
Then they were back... 
Unerringly, one of the young 
bodies lanced toward my softening 


prick and | felt a mouth engulf me 
with its warmth. Two hands grabbed 
my buns to stabilize the connection, 
and | felt my cock stiffen and 
respond to the slow suctioning of 
really talented lips. Directly ahead | 
saw the uncut Dhow man position 
himself behind the sailor sucking my 
cock, and then slowly ram his un- 
veiled tool up the waiting shit tube. 

As so we rutted...linked, heaving, 
bodies caught in an undersea 
celebration of maleness. | was al- 
ready weary with the considerable 
effort involved, but | wasn’t going to 
chicken out of this once-in-a-lifetime 
threesome. 

When | saw the uncut sailor back 
off, clearly ready to ascend for air, | 
motioned him to share my oxygen. 
He nodded agreement and took the 
mouthpiece from me with practiced 
ease. After he had filled his lungs, he 
returned the mouthpiece. Meanwhile 
the other sailor had headed for the 
surface unable to wait and share the 
oxygen. 

| pulled the uncut sailor toward 
me, and, removing the mouthpiece, — 
hungrily clamped on to the rumpled 
foreskin around his erect cock. But | 
could manage only a few desperate 
thrusts down on the shaft before | 
had to have air. 

The uncut Dhow man circled me, 
and | felt his erect schiong poke at 
my ass. | floated forward slightly and 


UNCUT 55 


spread my leg, and then he entered 
into me. There was a stinging pain 
that soon vanished, as the salt water 
touched sensitive tissue. But soon 
there was no room for anything but 
his huge tool in my ass...driving 
deeper with short, sharp, brutal 
thrusts. 

The other sailor returned, and 
swam into position to dock his ass 
against my prick. It was loose and 
easy to enter, and suddenly | was on 


a new level of ecstasy...fucking and - 


being fucked. Too soon | felt my 
body jerk with the oncoming power 
of my orgasm. Down and through 
my cock | felt my jism flood...and 
pool hotly inside the sailor’s ass, sur- 
rounding my cock tip with its heavy 
stickiness. 

But | still wasn’t satisfied... 

| pulled away from the huge cock 
that impaled me, and unwrestled 
myself from my scuba pack. Grab- 
bing the hooded cock | kicked up- 
ward to the surface; the sailor 
matching my speed and my mood. 

We broke the surface simul- 
taneously. 

| heaved and gasped for air, grate- 


ful that | had been diving no deeper. 

My companion seemed blithely 
unconcerned by our furious under- 
water workout. 

| swam towards him and put a 
hand under his ass, forcing his 
crotch to break the surface. 

At last | could go to work on that 
monster draped dick! 

We managed fine. While | treaded 
water, he floated just like a sea otter 
while | feasted on the richness of his 
prick. Dark and knobby-veined, this 
was a prick for the record books. My 
head thrust down over its delicious 
meatiness, travelling as far into my 
throat as | could take it. With each 
motion, a ripple of loose skin 
travelled under my moving lips. 

When | felt him ready himself to 
cum | pulled back. There would be 
another time to taste what he was 
made of, now | just wanted to pay 
homage to his eruption of man- 
juices. 

He came, fountaining against the 
cobalt blue sky. Spurts of semen 
rose up and fell back onto his belly, 
swiftly disappearing as the tide 
washed across his floating body. 


| felt two arms encircle me and 
play lightly with my tits. 

“Five hundred shillings, sir.” 

“Are you as good in bed, as you 
are in the water?” 

They both laughed, and 
chorused, “Better!” 

“Then why not pick up a 
thousand shillings? Join me in bed. 
My cottage is just up over that rise, 
the blue one.” 

They exchanged glances. 

“Can we bring Telal’s brother...he 
is also untouched, you seem to like 
that.” 

“Uncut? How much extra?” 

“Free...he has never had a red- 
headed foreigner.” A hand slipped 
through my hair. “He likes to fuck 
— men...and he is very 

(0 Figg 
| glanced at Telal. “How much big- 
ger?” 
He pulled his forefingers apart to 
measure out about twelve inches. 

My ass twitched in alarm. 

“Bring your brother, bring the 
whole crew...” 

And so they came. 

But that’s another story. A 


r-----BLACK WORKOUT #1 and BLACK WORKOUT #2------ 


Signature: 


r 


56 UNCUT 


TWO of the best ALL-BLACK videos ever 
made, three full hours of non-stop 
action! Now $49.95 for BOTH tapes! 


THAT’S RIGHT! Two complete 90-minute features, three full hours of all-black hardcore action 
at the unheard of price of just $49.95 for BOTH videotapes. These are the same videos that sold for up 
to $79.95 each when they were first released. YOU SAVE OVER $100.00 with this limited time offer. 
The tapes come on two seperate 90-minute cassettes, duplicated on the highest quality stock at the 
standard speed, in the original full-color gift boxes. VHS format only, sorry no BETA. 

BLACK WORKOUT #1 & BLACK WORKOUT #2 both set sales records when the were first 
released because of the high quality production and the pulse-pounding, all-black, hardcore XXX rated 
action. Starring 27 of the BIGGEST black cocks we've ever seen on video. If you like black men you 
need to add these two exceptional gay videos to your collection. 

ORDER WITH CONFIDENCE. If you are not satisfied with your purchase for any reason simply 
return the tapes within seven days for a full refund. 


C1 YES! Please send me BLACK WORKOUT #1 & BLACK 
WORKOUT #2 on VHS videocassettes. I enclose a check or 
money order for $54.95 ($49.95 plus $5.00 for shipping and 
handling.) By my signature I certify I am an adult 21 years of 
age or older and desire to receive sexually explicit material. 


Mail today to: WALL-TO-WALL VIDEO, 2215R Market Street #181, San Francisco, CA 94114 


pict Ne ee a ae | 


Ship to NAME (Please print neatly) 


ADDRESS 


Filmco Video presents our brand 
new naked young guys, alone and 
together in hard action color sound 
video tapes and color photos/slides. 
Lots of big, throbbing hard-ons and 
nice firm butts here. We have great 
spanking videos and all black vi- 
deos, too. For our big exciting ca- 
talogs, please send $4.00 for each 
category you want (videotapes 
$4.00, color photosets/slides $4.00, 
or all black guys $4.00). 


FILMCO VIDEO 
Room 326 
1626 North Wilcox Ave. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 90028 


Please sign that you are over 21 years of age. 


(This manuscript consists of ex- 
cerpts taken from a diary written by 
William Cullen, a 19-year-old soldier 
in the Union Army during the Civil 
War. The diary has been a family 
secret for more than 100 years and 
was made public only when the last 
of his relatives died and the estate 
was sold.) 


August 18th, 1876 

Soldiering is certainly not what | 
thought It would be. | once thought 
of my clerking job in Ohio as tedious 
and unsatisfying. | can hardly 
believe | actually looked forward to 
life in the Army. The danger and the 
death on every side is almost more 
than | can bear. | am 19 years old, 
and | think | have seen every 
tragedy of life, from death and dis- 
figurement to fire and destruction. A 
uniform and brass buttons are sad. 
_ | saw Corporal Randling bathing 

in the river again today. | don’t know 
what it is, but something about that 
man is intriguing to me. | don’t 
know, perhaps it is the authority he 


represents. He certainly seems confi- 


dent and self-assured as he barks 
out orders to us. | wish | could 
develop such a strong voice and 
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such a powerful presence. | wish | 
had his muscles. 


August 19, 1876 

| don’t know what it is, but | am 
truly fascinated by Corporal Ran- 
dling, even though when he speaks 
to me he is quite harsh. When we 
camped in this area, | found | could 


He is one 


of the most muscular 
men I have ever seen. 
He was clearly 
blessed with 
a big body. 


continue my Ohio habit of bathing 
every day in the river nearby. By 
coincidence It turned out Corporal 
Randling has the same custom, 
which is unusual since most of the 
men bathe no oftener than once a 
month. In a wicked sort of way, | 
rather enjoy being naked. | find it 
refreshing to splash around, com- 
pletely free of every bother, 


including clothes. 

Corporal Randling is really a sight 
to see in the river. He arrives most 
mornings about the time | am there, 
and he washes himself some way 
away, near the other bank. He is one 
of the most muscular men | have 
ever seen. He was certainly blessed 
with a big body. | estimate his age at 
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about 26 or so. He is about six-foot- 
two, and | figure him to weight about 
250 pounds. His torso is like that of 
a horse, solid, powerful, command- 
ing. Somehow | find looking at his 
naked body rather disturbing. 


August 20, 1876 

| have decided what it is about 
Randling that unnerves me. | 
watched him from the bushes near 
the river today as he splashed and 
soaped himself in the water. The 
level of the river has dropped quite a 
bit in the last few days, and the 
water is only a little over a foot deep. 
| was able to see that his male organ 
(I have never heard this, but “cock” 
is what the soldiers call it here in 
camp) Is of a remarkable size. | am 
aware of how untoward such an in- 
terest is, but nonetheless | find 
myself comparing his “prick” 
(another word for it) to my own. 

| suppose | must confess at this 
point that | am guilty betimes of 
Onanism, the wretched sin of self- 
abuse. | don’t really know what is to 
be done about it. | secretly believe 
all the world does it, but no one ad- 
mits it...at least back home in 
Georgetown. Several of the other 
men refer to “jacking off” and “beat- 


ing the meat.” | am sure they con- 
sider masturbation a natural action, 
which frankly seems a more healthy 
attitude than the way jacking off is 
considered at home. | rather like it. 
Getting back to what | was writing 
about Corporal Randling, | have ob- 
served my own peter in a hard state, 
and | estimate its length to be ap- 


REEL SAAD URANUS AS rae AE 
I found myself 
paying great 
attention 
to the bulge 
in the front 
of his trousers. 


proximately seven inches. It’s about 
an inch and a half in diameter. Cor- 
poral Randling’s cock can be no 
fewer than 10 or 12 inches long! | 
am sure it is at least twice as long as 
mine. | swings between his legs like 
a heavy baton. 

| blush to confess that as | 


- watched him, my own cock began 


to swell up. | hurried away, crimson 


with embarrassment. Imagine the 
scandal if | had been caught observ- 
ing another man at his bath. | would 
be drummed out of the Army, and 
probably lashed. 
August 21, 1876 

The matter of Corporal Randling 
bothers me. He summoned me to 
his tent today for no reason. When | 
arrived, he was sitting in a chair, 
stripped to the waist. | could not 
help but notice the huge, rippling 
muscles in his shoulders and across 
his chest. It still wasn’t clear what he 
had called me about. He stood up 
and walked casually over to me, call- 
ing me to Attention. As | stood there, 
stiff and straight, he looked me up 
and down. Then he gave me At 
Ease, which allowed me to turn my 
head and look around at him. He 
looked so good, so big, so strong. 

| didn’t know what he wanted! He 
began to make small corrections—a 
button here, a shoelace there —all 
tiny things unworthy of mention in a 
soldier on a battlefield. The only 
thing to do was to stand there and 
endure It. | looked at him. 

| didn’t want to, in fact | have been 
most strenuously struggling against 
thinking about his cock, but | found 
myself paying great attention to the 
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bulge in the front of his trousers. | 
could see that huge cock of his sag- 
ging down one of his trouser legs. Al- 
most immediately my own organ 
began to harden, causing me great 
discomfort. It became snared in the 
hairs of my crotch, and it began to 
hurt! How | wanted to turn away and 
rearrange myself! | tried to writhe, to 
wriggle somehow, anything to 
enable my cock to rise up to hard- 
ness without tearing out my pubic 
hairs by the roots. Damn, | could 
see that Corporal Randling had 
noticed my dick-discomfort. When | 
looked at his face, Corporal Ran- 
dling had a knowing smirk. God in 
heaven, he realized my problem, 
and doubtless he guessed the 
source of it! Mercifully he dismissed 
me with a curt order, releasing me 
to leave his tent — and frenziedly 
plunge my hand down into my pants 
to straighten out the snarl in my 
crotch. That experience left me 
rather embarrassed and still con- 
fused as to what it had all been 
about. My feelings were in turmoil. 

| still had that hard-on. | moved off 
into the woods, where | took out my 
pleasure-pole and began to stroke it 
as | had so many times in the past. | 
allowed myself the fantasy of pulling 
down Corporal Randling’s trousers 
and holding that huge prong of his. 
God, what a thought! | was immedi- 


ately shocked by the depth of my 
own depravity, but | continued the 
daydream. It was so arousing, so 
sweetly repulsive. Who knows, | 
thought to myself as | stroked my 
cock, maybe Corporal Randling is in- 
terested in me, too, and all he 
wanted just then was an excuse to 
look me over closely. Maybe he 


USE RIERA eR RUS SS 
I didn’t want to look 


at his barrel chest 
and those huge arms 
of his, but there 
wasn’t much I could 
do about it. 


thinks of my dick like | think of his, 
jacking off that huge cock, shooting 
come in his tent! 

The instant that thought occurred 
to me, my throbbing cock shot off a 
blast of jizm that splattered against 
the trunk of an aspen tree and left 
me so faint | had so sit down, pant- 
ing and sweating. | had come all 
over my blue pants and brass but- 
tons. 


September 10, 1876 
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We were sent back to the field 
three days ago, and for two of them 
| was thrown into close contact with 
Corporal Randling. It was decided 
that he should lead a two-man scout- 
ing expedition around the western 
flank of the enemy position. When 
he was asked to choose a man to 
accompany him, he called out my 
name. Almost immediately | got a 
hard-on, and that worried me a 
great deal. Such reactions are those 
of unnatural men, men the Bible 
preaches against, men possessed of 
an unclean spirit. | resolved to deny 
myself any further lascivious imagin- 
ings about Corporal Randling. This 
mission would be an excellent 
chance to erase once and for all my 
growing lustings about this man. 

The mission was quite simple, 
really. All we had to do was lie be- 
hind a log rampart and observe 
troop movements across the river. 
In the belief that great activity would 
soon occur over there, we were to 
stay there two days, observing 
everything. 

| was quite proud of myself, really, 
as the day wore on. Although | had 
“jacked off” several times the past 
few days, ever with an unholy vision 
of touching Randling’s immense 
cock, | felt that | had sufficiently con- 
quered that awful desire enough to 
work with the man in an exemplary 
manner. He was still rough, of 
course, as were all noncommis- 
sioned officers in their treatment of 
us foot soldiers. They all shouted 
and swore at us. 

But the sun was uncommon hot. 
Both of us sweltered in our dark 
blue uniforms as we lay in the dirt be- 
hind those logs. Finally Randling 
removed his shirt. | didn’t want to 
look at his barrel chest and those 
huge arms of his, but there wasn't a 
lot | could do about it. Watching his 
big muscles, tanned from so much 
stripped-to-the-waist activity, made 
me think again of the hugeness hid- 
den under his blue Army pants. And 
goddamnit, | got another hard-on. | 
had to make some excuse to go 
jack off! 

| stepped away “‘to take a piss,” 
and | took the opportunity to beat 
the meat. Again, | couldn’t help but 
imagine myself holding Randling’s 
huge sausage. | had sucha 
memorable jackoff, such a powerful 
orgasm, | hoped he hadn't heard me 
panting and thrashing in the under- 
brush. The intensity of that masturba- 
tion session was so great that | fell 
to my knees in ecstasy. | was not an 


evil man. 

As | went back to where our 
blankets were laid out, | resolved 
that had ended it, that | would think 
no more such dirty thoughts about a 
noncommissioned officer of the 
Union Army, that | would commence 
to be an honorable man. | would 
control myself. 


September 11,1876 

Again Randling and | were at the 
ramparts, looking out over what had 
proven to be a wild-goose chase. 
There was no rebel activity over 
there. And again it was a hellishly 
hot day. Randling had stripped off 
his shirt. And again | had a hard-on 
from watching his body. | couldn't 
help it. He made me hot. 

Randling looked over at me and 
said, “Cullen, you look quite over- 
heated. Why don’t you remove your 
shirt? We have no reason for 
parade-ground formality out here.” 
He looked at me. 

What he said made sense. | shuck- 
ed off my shirt, and we two were 
both naked to the waist. He as- 
tounded me by whistling as he saw 
my chest. “Whooee, Cullen,” he 
said, “you've really got a build on 
you eg a 19-year-old! You are a big 
man ” 


| could feel myself blushing. | 
have always been called a big boy. | 
was always head and shoulders big- 
ger than the other boys | knew in 
school. “Yes, Corporal,” | replied. 
“I've been told that before. | guess | 
inherited it from my grandfather, Wil- 
son Cullen, who was a log-splitter 
for most of his life.” Then | felt 
obligated to return the compliment. 
“You, too, Corporal, have a well- 
developed body.” | felt aroused, too. 

“Thank you, Cullen,” he said, look- 
ing at me with interest. 

| was proud of myself. For one 
thing | found it very gratifying that 
Corporal Randling, the most 
muscled man | had ever seen, had 
complimented me on my physique. | 
also felt a feeling of relief somehow, 
that such a volatile subject — our 
bodies, our muscles —! had men- 
tioned so casually. | was also a little 
proud of the fact that | had been 
brought face-to-face with Randling’s 
manly physique, and | had been 
able to make a civil comment, un- 
tainted with the unnatural thoughts | 
had been struggling against. Then, 
overconfident, | made an incredible 
slip of the tongue. “Yes, Corporal,” | 
said, “I have never seen anything so 
long!” Goddamn! | meant to say 


“large,” referring to the muscles of 
his shoulders! And to make matters 
worse, | immediately blushed as red 
as the stripes in the flag! 

He looked at me with an expres- 
sion of mild amusement. “Cullen,” 
he said with a wry look, “it looks like 
yours is growing pretty large, too.” 


As long as he 
has pulled down his 
trousers to give me 

a look, and we are 
alone here, 
| might as well... 


Damn the man, he was looking 
straight at my cock! He was talking 
about my hard-on! | had never been 
so embarrassed. But at the same 
time | could not deny | was also a lit- 
tle pleased. To receive a comment 
of “pretty large” from a man with 
such a sexual endowment made me 
feel very strange, indeed. | felt a wild 
impulse to pursue the conversation. 
“Yes,” | stammered, “I guess | have 
a hard-on.” 

He chuckled. “Whatever for, Cul- 
len?” 

“Oh, | guess just from lying here 
warm and relaxed,” | said nervously. 

Then he said something that real- 
ly made me dizzy with powerful emo- 
tions: “I think I’m getting a hard-on, 
too, Cullen, look!” he said, looking 
down at the bulge between his legs. 
If my life depended on it, | could not 
have refused to look over at his 
crotch. And when he saw that, the 
naughty fellow rose to his knees and 
pulled down his trousers for me to 
take a look at his organ! It was an ex- 
tremely awkward experience, but | 
thought, hell, as long as he has 
pulled down his trousers to give me 
a look, and we are alone here, | 
might as well satisfy my curiosity. Al- 
though | had looked at his cock 
before when he washed in the river, 
| had never seen it up this close, and 
never when it was hardening. 

As | watched, he actually reached 
his hand down to that huge prick 
and started slowly massaging it! As 
he stroked that monster dong, it har- 
dened into something incredible, 
like something on an animal like a 
horse. My mouth became very dry, 
and | licked my lips. | found | was 


beginning to pant, too. | was 
astonished at my own behavior (to 
say nothing of his), and | was wor- 
ried about the powerful emotions 
surging within me. What a sight! As 
he stroked that big, long rifle, he 
looked at me and smiled. Then he 
Closed his eyes, and his face took 
on a strange look. | suppose it was 
an expression of approaching 
ecstasy, a look | suppose | assume, 
too, when | am jacking off. Ecstasy. 

| could feel my own peter throb- 
bing painfully in my trousers. | 
wanted nothing so much as to take 
it out. “Take it out,” he said as if he 
were reading my thoughts, “take it 
out, and let’s compare them.” God, 
my dreams were coming true! 

My dick positively ached, and | 
had never wanted to anything so 
powerfully as | wanted to take my 
cock out in front of this man. | let 
myself go. | reached down and 
pulled down my trousers, just like he 
had, and my underdrawers quickly 
followed. 

“Ahhhh,” Randling said when my 
cock flipped up hard and stiff, slap- 
ping against my belly. His admira- 
tion made me blush, but | was also 
rather proud. We knelt facing each 
other. He continued to stroke his 
cock. | began to massage mine in 
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the same way. After several mo- - 
ments of jacking off, his eyes con- 
stantly boring into mine, | could 
Stand it no longer. | reached out my 
free hand and seized his huge cock. 
| was stupefied. It was more than | 
could contain in one hand! God, 
what a stud-man! He smiled as | 
rubbed his dick, and he reached out 
and did the same to mine. | closed 
my eyes in ecstasy. Nothing had 
ever felt so powerfully joyful as 
having another man grab my hard 
cock. | was seconds away from a 
climax. | felt the fires burning in my 
guts. 

| thought we would jack each 
other off, and | was looking forward 
to that, when he did something | 
would not have imagined in my 
wildest dreams. “Goddamn, | can- 
not resist you,” he said softly, and 
that gave me a thrill of pride. Ran- 
dling held back the meat of my fores- 
kin, revealing my throbbing 
cockhead in all its red, moist glory. 
He stroked my prick a couple of 
times, sending me into ecstasy, then 
he dropped down onto his hands 
and knees, lowered his head down, 
opened sap i and sucked my 
cock into his mouth! 

My brain was on fire! One of the 
most attractive males | had ever 
seen was actually sucking on my 
hard cock! | was so goddamned 
aroused, he sucked me for only 
about 30 seconds before | came 
apart at the seams. My whole body 
felt like | had been tossed into a lake 
of fire. | had to have his cock, | had 
to have that beautiful, huge, sweaty 
weapon in my mouth! | had to suck 
on it just like he was sucking on 
mine! God, | needed it! 

| pulled him over onto his side, 
and | lay down with him. | moved my 
body around, trying not to dislodge 
his slurping lips from my aching 
dong. | moved myself until | was up- 
side-down to him— my face was 
directly in front of that big, dribbling 
prick. | could feel the heat from his 
crotch on my cheeks. | could smell 
that heavy, musky odor of sperm 
and a man’s balls. | was burning up 
with fever! | wanted that cock in my 
mouth! 

| grabbed his big, red rod and 
slobbered my mouth over it. It was 
so huge | couldn't get it all into my 
mouth, but | sucked like hell on what 
! could get in. Still sucking and jack- 
ing away at my cock, | heard him 
moan. He pumped me, driving me 
crazy. 

| was so goddamned aroused, | 
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could feel a great explosion building 
in my loins almost immediately. He 
was ahead of me, though, and | 
started feeling jerking, uncontrolled, 
spasmodic movements of his hips, 
his dong stabbing deeper into my 
mouth. “Annnnnngh!” he groaned, 
and | felt a great surge of hot, sticky, 
bitter-tasting come shoot into my 
mouth! It spurted out in torrents. | 
gulped, | swallowed, | lapped at his 
jizm-fountain. 

God, | had done it! | had drunk 
the sperm of another man into my 
mouth! | had never heard of such 
degradation. But rather than disgust 
me, that degradation only increased 
my frenzy, and | wanted to swallow 
his mighty cock until it came out my 
asshole! Delirious sensations of 
pleasure so powerful they drove me 
almost senseless surged through 
my body, and at the peak of the 
agony, | could feel myself vomiting 
what felt like quarts of hot, milky 
jizm out of my cock into his hot, 
sucking mouth. He sucked and 
lapped up every last drop of my 
sperm, just as | had drunk the con- 
tents of his balls to the dregs. After | 
shot everything | had into his mouth, 
we both fell back panting and al- 
most delirious with joy. 


(Private William Cullen was dis- 
charged honorably from the Union 
Army 17 months later, after serving 
bravely in several battles and being 
wounded on two occasions. He 
returned to Ohio and became as a 
shoemaker. He died at the age of 
69. As he never married, his per- 
sonal effects, including this diary, 
came into the possession of his 
sister, who never allowed the diary 
to be read, although she would not 
allow its destruction.) A 


HUNKS 


IN THE RAW 


The complete guide to frontal & rear 
nude scenes by major actors in film 
and on video. You're read about it, 

now you can have your very own 
illustrated copy. 
$8 postpaid, 
sent by First Class mail 
Signed statement of age required 


VIDFILE INC, 
Box 97694, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193 


Stark 
Naked 
WEG ED 


Thirty minutes of 
backpackers, hikers, 
bike riders, 
swimmers, campers; 
just naked men 
enjoying their bodies 
In the great outdoors. 
Three volumes: $29.95 each. 


GYMNOS 
P.O. BOX 931543 
HOLLYWOOD, CA 90093 


Please send me: 
(_] yust Naked Men ($29.95) 
_] More Naked Men ($29.95) 
(] Stark Naked Men ($29.95) 
] Bare Ass Men ($29.95) 

C) vas () Beta 

(Please add $2.50 postage and 
handling per tape.) 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


CITY. 


STATE/ZIP 


Signature (over 21) 


cut 
uncut... 


1es of Uncut that you somehow missed with this 
ber of copies of the following back issues are available. Back 
plus $1.05 postage and handling. Please allow 6-8 weeks for 


“out 


nber 1987 
| 1988 

|_| March 1988 
L_} May 1988 
L_| July 1988 
[] September 1988 
_] November 1988 
CL] January 1989 
[] March 1989 
L] May 1989 
[J] July 1989 
[_] September 1989 
[] November 1989 


Aiso available, the first Uncut Annual, Uncut Men; 80 all-color pages of the sexiest uncut men 
you've ever seen! This special magazine is $7.00 postpaid ($5.95 plus $1.05 postage and handling. 
462 Broadway, Suite 4000 
New York, NY 10013 


[Please send me the back issues of Uncut I have indicated on this form at $6.00 each issue. 
L] Please send me Uncut Men at $7.00 postpaid. 


Total Enclosed By <A Licheek LIMoney Order 


I certify that I am over 18 years of age: 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


: CITY 


STATE/ZIP 


eee 


ene tlelaoelil 


JIFFY FULFILLMENT INC. 
462 Broadway, Suite 4000 
New York, NY 10013 


(_]! want Uncut every issue! Enclosed is my 
check or money order for $19.95 for one year (6 
issues). 

Foreign subscribers (including Canada and 
Mexico): $29.95 for one year. 


| am over 18 years of age: 


(signature) 


Charge to my C] MasterCard L1Visa 
Card # Exp. 


(Credit card orders can also be filled by phone. 
Call our Toll-free number 1-800-835-2246, Ext. 


STATE/ZIP 
Please allow 6-8 weeks for subscription to begin. 
Please do not send cash. 


SHOW 
US YOUR 
SKIN! 


roud of your natural heritage? can note yet another natural man! you'd like your photo returned, 

Want to show the world what Photos should be clear and bright please include a stamped, self-ad- 
sets you off from other men? Send _and reveal only as much of yourself dressed envelope. Send your snaps 
in your best photos to Uncut and as you wish to reveal. Sign your to: Front Office, Dept. U/SS, Box 


we'll display them here so the world name on the back of your photo. If 97635, Las Vegas, NV 89193. 


Tom, below, drops his BVDs to show off his 
overhang. Tom lives in Southern California where 
he claims the Hispanic population has most of the 
local foreskins. 


‘ 


Joe reveals his uncut tubesteak to Uncut readers 
with a message, “This hose is available for large 
and small gatherings.” Joe comes from Texas, 
where, he says, “white skins are rare.” 
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Carios (top left and below) hails from 
East L.A. where he says not everyone is 
in a gang. ‘Me, I’m looking for someone 
who gets off on my love muscle.” 

Bruce (directly above) says New 
England, where he comes from, is full of 
foreskin, “almost everyone here.” 


—— 4 


Dave has been working on stretching his skin to 
completely cover the head of his cock when erect. 
He’s getting good results, as you can see here. 
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ORGANS 


Each issue, Uncut will publish cur- 
rent information on organizations 
and events catering to the uncut 
man. If your group would like to be 
listed, or if you are planning an up- 
coming event, let us know. 


NATIONAL 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the 
clearinghouse for information on 
just about every aspect of circum- 
cision and its effects. They have 
produced a pamphlet on Foreskin 
Restoration that will answer most of 
your questions, including explana- 
tions of the various types of restora- 
tion surgery available. For 
information, send a long self-ad- 
dressed, stamped envelope to: 
NOCIRC, Box 2512, San Anselmo, 
CA 94960. 

THE VICTIMS SPEAK is a direct-ac- 
tion organization (non-violent, of 
course). ‘‘We are men, friends and 
loved ones hurt by circumcision in 
various ways. Our voice has been 
conspicuously absent from the cir- 
cumcision debate, a condition we 
are out to remedy. As abolitionists, 
we are opposed to all forms of geni- 
tal mutilation, male and female, ex- 
cept as a therapy of last resort. We 
believe everyone has a fundamental 
right to a gentle infancy, an intact 
body, and full sexuality.” While the 
organization does not publish a 
newsletter, they will send you a 
brochure about their activities if you 
send a long, self-addressed, 
stamped envelope. The Victims 
Speak, Box 40681, San Francisco, 
CA 94140. Local residents interested 
in upcoming direct-action events 
can call: (415) 285-0260. 


ARIZONA 

USA-TUCSON invites Arizona resi- 
dents and visitors to their regular 
“Foreskin in the Sun” parties. For 
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more information, contact: Marc, 
Box 40504, Tucson, AZ 85717. 

Marc is also the Director of OSAN, a 
massage-oriented sensory-aware- 
ness group. 


CALIFORNIA 

SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gatherings 
for members and guests twice a 
month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 

UNCUT CLUB OF LA is one of the 
largest social organizations in the 
country and hosts a number of 
events through the year. The club 
also publishes a newsletter for mem- 
bers. Write for information on mem- 
bership and/or upcoming events: 
Club, Box 2842, Los Angeles, CA 
90078. 

UNCUT KLUB is the first BBS (com- 
puter bulletin board) for uncut men. 
The board runs on an IBM AT com- 
patible and offers color graphics. 
The BBS operates at 9600 bauds 
and will set itself to your modem’s 
baud rate (300 to 9600) when you 
enter two carriage returns after the 
“Connect” message. The board is lo- 
cated in San Francisco and 
operates 24 hours a day with both 
private message service and general 
discussion. The BBS has been in 
continous operation for over two 
years. The BBS number is (415) 552- 
4050. The KLUB has extensive 
graphics files available to members 
that are filled with digitized 
photographs and images that can 
be downloaded to your computer. 
(A note to the computer-illiterate, 
this phone number connects to a 
computer, this is not a voice line.) 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
RAMS’CUFF was founded in 1983 
and holds regular member meetings 
with an emphasis on show-and-tell. 
Members receive a club newsletter. 
The club is geared towards natural 
men, but accepts foreskin admirers 
as members. For more information, 
write to: Tom Witt, 455 Kimberly Ct., 
Mechanicsville, MD 20659. (301) 884- 
8252. No JO calls, please. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is entering 
its third year and is still growing. The 
club has periodic social gatherings 
and a frequently updated member- 
ship roster. Information and a mem- 
bership application can be had for a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope. 
Bryan Paul Hooper, Box 7464, St. 
Petersburg, FL 33734. 


NEVADA 

SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information and a 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope along with a signed state- 
ment of age to: Vidfile, Box 97694, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193. 


NEW YORK 

USA-NYC is now in its fourth year 
with well over 200 members and an 
ongoing calendar of activities each 
month. USA-NYC welcomes all inter- 
ested males over 18 who have fore- 
skin (or who like them). Every month 
sees a number of activities on the 
club calendar and the organization 
routinely interfaces with other clubs 
and nudist groups. Special events in- 
clude “uncut only” parties. The club 
has a regular newsletter. You can 
call Gene at (212) 777-4208 or you 
can write for information: USA-NYC 
Inc., Box 1052, New York, NY 10156- 
0604. Include along, stamped, self- 
addressed envelope when you 
request membership information. 
(This club even has its own T-shirts!) 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when or- 
ganizations cease to operate. 


Ever get the urge to chew on a nice, 
wet, loose foreskin, but just don’t 
know where to find one? Or maybe 
you'd like to find a skinlover to 
spend the evening worshipping your 
overhang. There’s only one place for 
skinlovers and skin to:come 
together: in the pages of SKINS, 
the personal ad fanzine 
Uncensored, uninhibited, strictly 
uncut —and with ads from like- 
minded men from all over the world. 
A sample copy of the most recent 
issue is $4 and comes with a free ad 
coupon. A discreet remailing service 
is provided, or you can hear from 
uncut hunks direct And each issue 
of this digest-sized correspondence 
journal has hot conversation and 
sleazy skin art. Crawl in. Just be 
sure and include a signed statement 
that you are over 21 years of age. 
Vidfile, Box 97694 
Las Vegas, NV 89193 
eae iipnetiec: onemimiemn ane 
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ew artwork by The Hun is always 

a welcome treat, especially when 
there are new uncut figures and char- 
acters in the sets. The six latest are no 
exception. The subject matter ranges 
from a series of mythological images 
created for Inches magazine in 1987 
in which eleven of the figures sport 
skin-capped organs, to new drawings 
created for the mysterious Hun 
patron, The Kraut. This old-time 
patron had the master of men in 
mayhem draws certain fetishes and 
situations to appeal to his own very 
subjective (and should we add very 
perverted) sensibilities. 

There is also a series of illustrations 
created for Bound & Gagged, an un- 
derground magazine to which The 
Hun is a regular contributor. The ten 
drawings in this set feature a number 
of uncut hunks as only his Hunship 
can sketch ’em, all bound and gagged 
in a variety of interesting situations. 
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“No Mercy!” is a huge set of twenty drawings 
that The Hun created for a number of gay men’s 
magazines (including Drummer) and contain 
some rather remarkable drawings in the SM 
mode, many of which include uncut victims. ..er, 
figures. These drawings are definitely not for the 
timid. 

in a tribute to hairy chested men who smoke 
cigars comes a series of twenty drawings titled 
“Smoke Rings 'n Stogies,” mostly big-dicked, 
uncut, hardcore characters (truckers, jocks, war- 
dens, coaches, farmers and cops) who just hap- 
pen to have a cigar in their mouth while taking 
advantage of some naked, helpless, trembling 
young hunk. 

A milder (for The Hun) series is the one called 
“Pix From First Hand,” a series of 25 prints of 
drawing he did to illustrate articles and stories. 
The figures run the gamut of Hun imagery, but 
none of the drawings are explicit. While he had 
to pull his punchs in showing penetration in 
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these drawings, these are fine examples of The 
Hun’s pen and ink technique, with an invigorat- 
ing attention to detail. 

“A Tale of Two Bucks” was the first commis- 
sion The Hun received from The Kraut: 15 very 
explicit and sadistic drawings about two guys 
named Buck, each being put through a series of 
sexual humiliations, tortures, and preparations. 
One Buck is a Marine subjected to a series of 
“correctional” stations; the other a young 
farmhand who has clearly applied for a job at 
the wrong farm. 

A brochure describing the latest Hun draw- 
ings, which come as 8 1/2 X 11 inch prints, is 
available by sending a long SASE (stamped, self- 
addressed envelope) and a polite note stating 
that you are over 21 years of age to: The Hun, 
Box 11308, Portland, OR 97211. 

The mythological series is called Series J, the 
“Bound & Gagged” series is called Series M, 
“No Mercy!” is called Series N, “Smoke Rings 
’n Stogies” is called Series O, “Pix from First 
Hand is called Series P, and the “Tale of Two 
Bucks” is called Series TK-6. 

Some of The Hun’s drawings are also avail- 
able as note cards. A 
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VIDEO 


ls lucky for us uncut minority that 
the uncircumcised male is getting 
more and more exposure in video 
erotica these days. Not surprisingly, 
most uncut videos are coming from 
Europe and Latin America, where cir- 
cumcision is not as prevalent as it is 
in the U.S. Until now, we had to be 
content with the admirable work of 
J.D. Cadinot from France and 
maybe one uncut stud in the cast of 
any American release. There were a 
few lesser exceptions, of course. 
But now two major photog- 
rapher/directors are treating us to a 
series of new releases predominant- 
ly or exclusively featuring uncircum- 
cised males. Hugh Holland shows 
us ingenuous uncut Mexican youth, 
and Kristen Bjorn features sleek, 
muscular Brazilian hunks. 

Hugh Holland’s recent Border 
Buns from YMAC has a cast of 
twelve modern-day ephebes of 
Spanish-Indian heritage disporting 
themselves south of the border, in- 
cluding three whom we saw in his 
earlier Tropical Workout. Apart from 
Oscar Martinez, who has his name 
tattooed above his left nipple, it’s im- 
possible to tell who they are. With 
one exception they are very young 
looking. Their slim, bronzed bodies 
have not yet grown to match their 
dusky man-sized genitals. Some are 
still hairless in their armpits but all 
have well-developed pubic hair. In 
most it is a thick but tight patch of 
black curls at the base of their 
cocks, but on a couple of them it ex- 
tends in a point up to their navels. 

The first of nine episodes in the 
video is a two-way in the bedroom 
above a shop. A curly-haired, very 
thin but exceptionally beautiful 
young Mexican with fine, oriental fea- 
tures watches his buddy playing 
with himself across the space be- 
tween their twin beds. In black 
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briefs, he gets up and joins his 
naked lover, sucking and stroking 
his cock before they fuck. One 
comes while straddling the other's 
hips, and then the other brings him- 
self off by hand to a strong, spurting 
ejaculation. 

They go downstairs to the shop to 
do chores, and are joined by 
another pair for a double two-way. 
It’s hard to tell who does what, but 
one couple begin with some heavy 
sucking and jack-off. Two fuck en- 
thusiastically while one beats his 
meat, two masturbate themselves to 
climax standing side by side, and 
one jacks off to climax over the 
copulating pair. This group sex is fol- 
lowed by a two-way on the stairs, 
one partner orally working over his 
partner’s splendid, down-curved 
penis, and finally jacking off all over 
his chest. 

Then, there is a solo J/O se- 
quence in a shower, with some nice 
close-ups of the foreskin action ona 
beautiful penis, culminating in a 
good orgasm obscured by poor 
lighting. 

This is followed by an episode a/ 
fresco. Oscar, wading in a tumbling 
river, comes upon his buddy swim- 
ming in a rocky pool. He strips and 
plunges in, and after a brief aquatic 
tussle they clamber out on the rocks 
for suck-and-fuck. Oscar’s tawny 
cock and chocolate brown scrotum 
are lovingly worked over orally by 
his buddy as he masturbates him- 
self, and they trade off. Then Oscar 
takes it up the ass with his buddy 
coming copiously over his buttocks. 
The ejaculation sequence is 
repeated in slow motion. Lying on 
his back, he brings himself off again 
as Oscar beats his meat between 
his buddy’s thighs without coming. 

The following poolside segment is 
a choppily edited two-way shifting 
from pool to shower to bedroom 
back to pool and garden. After a 
brief poolside introduction, the pair 
engage in a bit of fellatio in the 
shower before moving to the 
bedroom. One of the pair jacks off 
over his buddy’s torso, but the cum- 
shot is obscured by a bright back- 
ground. Then they horse around in 
the pool again, first with their clothes 
on, then partly undressed in a fel- 
latio sequence including a well- 
photographed close-up with some 
nice foreskin action. This scene 
segues to the garden for a brief but 
visually lovely vignette as one of the 
pair sits on his buddy’s cock. One of 
the pair jacks off straddling his 


buddy’s torso, but Holland’s camera 
angle minimizes the abundant load 
he delivers. 

The next episode begins with the 
cutest of the youths, in black briefs, 
looking out of his bedroom win- 
dow-— watching the couple below? 
Then he lies on the bed for a dry JO 
sequence that is much too long 
even though nicely lit and provoca- 
tively photographed. Unsatisfied, he 
phones for the custodian to repair 
the hallway chandelier. When the 
repairman arrives, he services more 
than the chandelier. He begins by 
sucking off and then fucking his 
young caller, who finally ejaculates 
while the repairman licks his balls. 

In the next episode, a long, leggy 
young Mexican with curly hair and 
beautiful oriental features frantically 
masturbates to climax while watch- 
ing a horse opera on television. 

The final solo JO episode shot a/ 
fresco on the beach has some 
beautiful footage of masturbation in 
the surf. A very young-looking 
Mexican with hairless armpits jacks 
off with the surf washing over him, 
partly in slow motion. The close-ups 
of his crotch as he works over his 
magnificent dick with its chocolate 
brown scrotum are spectacular. At 
the end he brings himself off to a 
copious orgasm as he leans against 
a seaside tree. 

Holland’s videography is com- 
petent and the close-up angles that 
he chooses are often very effective. 
Unsteadiness of some images sug- 
gests they could have been shot 
with the camera hand-held. The 
main problem is with lighting, which 
tends to be erratic. Outdoor scenes 
shot in natural light often show the 
difficulty of using reflectors success- 
fully, and some indoor scenes are 
poorly lit. Available light often gives 
a very naturalistic feeling that can be 
very effective, but lighting seems to 
be a continuing problem in his work. 
The difficulty with framing and focus 
that affected his earlier Carlos’ Diary 
have been overcome to some extent 
in Border Buns and Tropical _ 
Workout. There is no story and no 
dialogue in Border Buns. The only 
understandable English word is 
“shit,” uttered by one of the guys as 
he dusts shelves. The sound track 
consists of ambient natural sounds 
such as surf and tumbling river 
water, and Spanish vocals with 
guitar. Holland achieves some 
beautiful images of his youthful sub- 
jects. His performers are very well 
hung and for the most part very ap- 


pealing, although some of the cast 
of Border Buns are not as attractive 
as those in Tropical Workout. In 
several scenes they don’t maintain 
firm erections and seem to have 
trouble reaching a climax. Even 
though they obviously are ex- 
perienced at masturbation and get 
the most from their foreskins, one 
gets the impression that most of 
them would rather be screwing 
some local chiquita instead. 


risten Bjorn’s photographic and 
directing style also are consistent. 
His performers are more muscular, 
mature hunks who enjoy sex and 
doing it before the camera. They 
know what they are doing, and their 
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performances show that they love it. 
Except for a flashback to Santo 
Domingo, Bjorn’s recent release, 
Manhaitan Latin, departs from his 
usual tropical setting, as it takes 
place in New York. It begins with 
aerial views of Manhattan and a 
Domino in cut-offs enjoying his 
body on a highrise rooftop with the 
busy city in full view below. He 
reminisces about two lovers on his 
native Santo Domingo, and flash- 
backs of their sex alternate with the 
progress of his autoerotic play. 

In the flashbacks, Lemartin 
Ribeiro (the bearded, circumcised 
member of the spectacular four- 
some in Champs) climbs through 
the bedroom window to join a lonely 


young man in his Santo Domingo 
plantation house. After ripping his 
lover's briefs to get at his ass, Lemar- 
tin gives him an intense rim job and 
masturbates him from behind in one 
of Bjorn’s favored positions. Then 
the young planter jacks Lemartin’s 
circumcised cock to a gushing or- 
gasm, and in return has his own 
uncut dick brought to an abundant 
climax by Lemartin’s talented lips. 
Then they fuck, with Lemartin on top 
captured in some fabulous under- 
neath shots. The beautiful young 
planter ejaculates on Lemartin’s 
chest while sitting on his cock, and 
then Lemartin comes in the cleft of 
his partner’s ass. 

Between the flashbacks, our Nar- 
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cissus-of-the-Rooftops strips out of 
his cutoffs and enjoys his very rigid, 
springy hard-on, with a busy New 
York street and workmen on a near- 
by construction site in plain view. He 
caresses his ass and manually ex- 
plores the depths of his rectum 
before bringing himself to climax, 
his dusky scrotum hugging his balls 
tight against the base of his cock. 

In the second episode, a local 
Anglo type sunning himself on a 
Sunday afternoon entices a pair of 
Latino cousins to seduce him in a 
complex three-way, in which they 
rim, suck and fuck one another ina 
variety of combinations. In one very 
hot scene, one of the Latins, whose 
crotch is shaved, fucks the Anglo’s 
face. He ejaculates as the Anglo 
licks his glans and catches Latin 
cum on his tongue, and then the 
Anglo partner jacks his magnificent 
cock off to a spectacular, spurting 
orgasm. But the highlight of the 
episode is when one of the Latin 
cousins and the Anglo bring the 
other Latino off by working the skin 
up and down his shaft with their lips 
in unison, skinning and recovering 
his glans. He ejaculates straight at 
the camera in what is the hottest mo- 
ment in the video. 

In the third segment, one of the 
cousins (the shaved one) teams up 
with his Cuban friend Javier Rivera, 
who gives him a blow-job while 
stroking his own monumental penis. 
Javier’s copious ejaculation is 
beautifully photographed from be- 
hind as he shoots his heavy load on 
his buddy’s torso. His buddy 
rewards Javier by jacking off on his 
chest and Javier responds by bring- 
ing himself off in another fantastic 
high-spurting orgasm. Monumental 
is the only word for that penis! There 
is more very hot sex in that seg- 
ment; it ends with yet another flood 
of semen from Javier's cock as he 
plows it up and down the cleft be- 
tween his lover’s buns. 

In the final segment of Manhattan 
Latin, Jorge Gonzalez, a horny 
Colombian business tycoon cruising 
in his chauffeur-driven limousine 
picks up a pony-tailed Manhattan 
Latino standing on a street corner. 
The action takes place in two 
episodes, one in the limo where 
Jorge and the Manhattan Latino 
make out in the back seat and the 
chauffeur jacks off while driving. 
Jorge’s almost black genitals reveal 
his mixed heritage as he plows the 
Manhattan Latino’s ass with its pale 
tan-line from a skimpy bikini. The 
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chauffeur’s pale, rigid, arrow-straight 
rod is a marvel to behold as he 
plays with his foreskin behind the 
steering wheel, skinning it back and 
recovering his elegant gleaming 
cockhead while his passengers fuck 
in the back seat. After Jorge’s exotic 
black cock erupts between the Man- 
hattan Latino’s buns, the chauffeur’s 
enormous fleshy javelin jets a 
geyser of semen all the way off the 
edges of the screen. 

The scene cuts to a modern apart- 
ment where a very hot three-way en- 
sues. The Manhattan Latino fucks 
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Jorge who nibbles the chauffeur’s 
balls and firehose cock as he strad- 
dles his face. The chauffeur comes 
first and then Jorge’s dark penis 
squirts a jet of cum on his own chin. 
They reposition with Jorge probing 
the Manhattan Latino’s ass with his 
fingers as the Latino jerks off down 
the stairwell while the chauffeur’s in- 
credible rod wags stiffly behind 
them. The video ends with the Man- 
hattan Latino sucking and jacking 
the chauffeur and Jorge off simul- 
taneously. Both of them ejaculate 
heavy loads on the Latino’s torso for 


a spectacular finale. 

The production quality of Bjorn’s 
videos is much slicker than 
Holland’s. The lighting in Manhattan 
Latin is well managed, even in the 
roof-top scenes, and the indoor 
scenes are crisply lit. Tape quality is 
generally very good, although the 
highlights occasionally saturate. 
Bjorn’s focus and framing always 
are right on target, and his composi- 
tion reveals the consummate artistry 
of this very professional videog- 
rapher. A 

—Peter Leko 


I, Men of Brazil, photographer Tony Stevens stalks the town of Sao 
Paulo to capture some of the best 
hung Brazilian studs you've ever 
seen. Dozens of hot hunks with 
remarkable meat, and mostly un- 
clipped! You'll find your pulse pound- 
ing to a salsa beat as photos of 
these horse-hung studs fill your 
screen for a solid hour. In Men of 
Mexico, photographer Jim Moss has 
collected hundreds of his favorite still 
images of Mexican men, taken over 
a year he spent traveling the huge 
Latino nation. Captured in all their 
in ; macho glory, this is an hour of 
breathtaking photography and men, many of whom are uncut. In Des- 
nudo, Por Favor you are treated to an extraordinary event, two hours of 
actual auditions in rural Mexico by video maker Bob Ackerly (Viva 
Macho!). This is sizzling footage if you’re turned on by the voyeuristic! 
None of these guys had ever ap- 
peared in front of a camera before 
Bob invited them down to show off their equipment. Although some 
went on to appear in Viva Macho! and some were photographed 
later by Jim Moss, this is clearly their first gayporn adventure! With 
a Spanish soundtrack (you'll pick up on what happens even if you 
don’t know a word of Spanish!), these two one-hour cassettes 
make up a fascinating (and sometimes funny) look at —if you'll ex- 
cuse the expression —virgin material. In Viva Macho! we are 
transported to the world of the Mexico of legend. The hottest hunks 
Mexico has to offer give super-heated solo performances. From the 
tropical rain forests to the ancient temples of the Mayas, the set- 
tings are as stunning as the performers! In Viva Macho I/ we are 
treated to more of the same, including some genuine farm-buddy 
scenes as the cameras head for the Mexican countryside. Viva 
Macho II has an English language narration. 


Please send me the following items: 


_] MEN OF BRAZIL ($29.00) NAME 

(_]MEN OF MEXICO ($29.00) 

] DESNUDO, POR FAVOR ($39.00) ADDRESS 

_] DESNUDO, POR FAVOR I! ($39.00) 

L] VIVA MACHO! ($45.00) CITY 

L] VIVA MACHO II ($45.00) 

Add $2 per tape postage/handling STATE/ZIP 

inL) VHS LIBETA 

Total enclosed: I am over 21 years of age and am buying this material for my 
$ personal use. My signature is below: 


[cash [Check [Money Order 
(checks allow three weeks to clear) 


CHRIS STONE 
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DOZENS OF 
NEW MODELS! 


’ Each Issue Costs $5.95 U.S.; $6.95 Canada 
Plus $1.50 for Postage & Handling Order Today While Supply Lasts! 

Make checks and or money orders payable to: Jiffy Fulfillment, Inc. 
462 Broadway, Suite 4000, New York, NY 10013. U.S. Currency only. 
Visa O 


Mastercard 
Account # Expiration 
Name 
Address. 
ee Oates 


City 


! Certify That | Am Over 18 Years Of Age 
Please Make Sure You Have Checked The Appropriate Box(es) And That 


You Have Enclosed The Proper Amount. 
Please Allow Four To Six Weeks For Delivery. 
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CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE 


